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SET ME FREE 











_ WAR HAS RIPPED THE SCREEN BEFORE- 
LOVE HAS CROSSED COLOR LINES BEFORE 
-BUT NEVER LIKE THIS! 











“Last night she was 

good enough for you 

.. last night her skin was ™ 
white enough for you!” , 





FRANK TONY NATALIE 


intra CuRns' Wo0p! 


bal ROSS Who Gave You"THE ROBE" Presents 


Kings Go Go Forth Go Forth’. DANA 


{ 
£ From the novel "Kings Go Forth” by JOE DAVID BROWN - Directed by DELMER DAVES 
Screenplay by MERLE MILLER - Music by ELMER BERNSTEIN - Released thru UNITED [EY ARTISTS 
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Men 472 Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 




















works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 





If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
with shining billows of 


long, lustrous hair you've 





always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk offer. 








Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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RAVEEN bDept. 1-7 y 

Honey back guarantee 1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 4 

‘ Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no i 

Try RAVEEN according to direc- risk offer. i 

tions. If not completely satisfied, re- (I enclose $1.20 (0 Send C.0.0. plus postage 

turn unused portion of jar and full N i 
ame. 

purchase price will be immediately f 

refunded. Address : 

City State rn 
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@ we 
...a@ living 
mermaid: 


In and out of cool, blue waters!... 


Enjoying the sudden onrush of waves 
igainst the shore! . . . Loving the gentle 
roll of the sea, far out beyond the 


breakers! On sunny summer days, you 
to belong to the sea! Not even 
time-of-the-month can keep you out of 
the water against your will! 


eem 


Like millions of smart young mod- 
you rely on Tampax® internal 
sanitary protection. You know 
it completely protects, while it 
keeps your secret safe. Invisible 
under a skin-snug, soaking-wet 
wim suit, Tampax won’t absorb 

lrop of water. Lets you swim 
you want to. 


ern 





when- 
..or bask on the 
. in complete security! 


evel 
beach 


You wouldn’t dream of using any- 
thing but Tampax! For Tampax banishes 


chafing and odor. Ends disposal and 
carrying problems. Helps you forget 
about differences in days of the month! 


Tampax is convenient to buy wher- 
drug products are sold. Your 
choice of 3 absorbencies: Regular, 
Super, Junior. Tampax Incorporated, 
Palmer, Massac — 
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Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 
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Color Problem 

[ enjoy your stories about mixed mar- 
rages, of course, but you never seem to 
have any about problems such as mine. | 
ama Negro. However. | have none of the 
«-called Negroid features. | come from a 
rainbow hued family and am married to a 
brown-skinned man. The aspect of our 
marriage which | find most difficult is be- 
ing slighted by my own people as well as 
those of Caucasian stock. | simply cannot 
understand why persons will judge by ap- 
nearances before even knowing. Why is 

color so important? 
\ “White Negro” 


san Francisco. Calit. 


Cooking With Cooke 
In this thank-you letter. we extend our 
appreciation for the wonderful feature on 
sam Cooke. He is truly a great guy. for to 
have become successful in show business 
in such a short time really is incredible. 
We, the teen-agers, owe him a lot for bring- 
ing to us a new and effective kind of song. 
There is only one voice like it and that’s his 
voice. And thank you again, because any- 
thing pertaining to Sam Cooke is of great 
interest and importance to us and we are 
sure many of your other readers enjoyed 
reading the article. 
Sam Cooke Fan Club 
Nettie L. Harris. President 
Washington. D. C. 


Cover In Focus 

| would like to congratulate you tor 
using a dark brown-skinned girl on the 
cover of the April issue of TAN. While we 
preach constantly about prejudices and in- 
justice, the majority of covers are of very 
light-skinned girls. whereas. the darker 

ones are just as pretty. 
Bertha Holloway 
Matthews. North Carolina 








THERE’S A BRIGHT NEW WORLD of romance 
in a bright, new complexion! 


Be pretty! Be popular! If you 
want to give romance a chance, 
begin with your skin. There is 
no beauty secret more important 
than a clear, bright complexion. 
And there is no surer way to win 
lovely skin than with NADINOLA 
Bleaching Cream. 


Brighter, clearer skin can be 
yours quicker! Don’t let a dull, 
dark complexion rob you of ro- 
mance. Don’t let oily skin, big 
pores, blackheads cheat you of 
charm. Don’t let a poor complex- 
ion make you look lots older than 
you are. For a change of face, try 
NADINOLA! Nothing—absolutely 
nothing—will improve your com- 
plexion so many ways, so fast! 
Don’t keep your beauty a secret! 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, 


clearer, and lovelier. 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated in- 
gredient of NADINOLA penetrates 
the skin cells—works deep down 
within to brighten and lighten 
your complexion, fade weathered 
brown spots, combat blackheads 
and externally caused pimples. 
Your skin feels cleansed and clear- 
ed, fresh and fascinating, glow- 
ing and glamorous. Friends will 
say you look years younger! 


Two types of Nadinola—one is 
for you! Regular NADINOLA, in 
the black box, is for dry skin. 
NADINOLA Deluxe, in the pink 
box, is for oily skin. Buy either, 
with our guarantee of satisfac- 
tion or money back. NADINOLA, 
Paris, Tennessee. 


—— 
WADINOLA s 


FOR OILY SKIN FOR DRY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe is non- The original Nadinola 

ojly. Brightens skin, is enriched with fine 

lessens shine at the cosmetic oils to relieve 
same time. 75c and $1.25 dryness. 75¢ and $1.25 


























[ have been a TAN fan for about three years 
now and being in the air force, I find it most 
interesting and timely. I think the Pen Pal 
column is the most and would like you to pub- 
lish this letter so I may become a member of 
the club. Thanks. I would like to correspond 
with girls all over the world. Will answer all 
letters and exchange photos. I am 23, 5’9” and 
150 lbs. I like dancing and photography and 
all sports, especially basketball and swimming. 
[ dig jazz and collect jazz records and have 
about 25 LP’s. My most humble thanks to 
you and keep up the good Pen Pal column. 

A/2c “Dave” Willis 
782 AC&W Sq., Box 91 
Rockville, AFS, Ind. 


I’m a very lonely guy and would like very 
0 become a Pen Pal member and cor- 
respond with young girls between 17-22, re- 
gardless of race. I am 20, 5/914”, complexion 
light brown with brown eyes and black hair. 
My hobbies are swimming, tennis, dancing, 
reading and all LP’s, especially jazz. I will 
exchange photos with every letter. 
AA John Thomas Arnold 
U.S.N.A.M.T.C. 481, 56, 21 
Compartment Cleaning 
Port Hueneme, Calif. 


much 


Will some gentleman please end my loneli- 
ness by writing me? I am 20. I would love 
to receive mail from boys and girls in the 
U.S.A. and all over the world. I love music, 
dancing and all sports and go to church every 
Sunday. | am 5’4”, with light brown complex- 
lbs., and my measurements are 36- 
24-36. Please print my letter as soon as pos- 


ion L130 


Mollie Egretha Lewis 
General Delivery 


Pembroke, Ky. 


| hope you find it possible to print this re- 
quest. I would like to correspond with girls 
18-32, particularly those musically 
I'm 27, 6’, 185 lbs., of medium brown 
My hobbies are dancing, sports, 
short story writing and song writing. I 
will answer all letters. I read all your fine 
publications. Keep up the good work. 
Robert N. Glover 
431—20th St. N.E. 
Washington 2, D.C. 


betwee n 
inclined 
complexion. 


music 


I’m a coloured boy serving in the Royal Air 
Force in Cyprus. I am from the West Indies 
ind have lived in England. Therefore, I have 
to do three years in their Air Force. Owing 
to the fact that it’s lonely out here, I would 
like you to print my name for girls who would 


like an overseas Pen friend. I am 22, and 

therefore, prefer girls from 17-24 years old. 
Glad to say I enjoy reading Jet Magazine 

very much and hope your fight for equal 


rights will soon be accomplished with great 
Best wishes to you and staff. 

L. A. C. Robertson 

4183220 

Stn. Workshops, Tech. Wing 

R.A.F., Nicosia 


success 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


We are two girls who have been very inter- 
ested in reading our “most special” TAN maga- 
zine. We would appreciate having our names 
appear in your Pen Pal column. We wish to 
correspond with interesting young men and 
women between 18-25. Our hobbies are movies. 
reading, writing and listening to all music. Will 
answer all letters promptly. We would proffer 
our thanks for your kind cooperation. 

Claralyn Forrest, 
Minnie Wright. 
153% Prange St. 
Kingston 
Jamaica, B.W.1. 


1 would appreciate your printing my name 
in the Pen Pals column. I’m a singer and 
dancer. Yet, I’m lonely. I'm 18, 5’4”. I have 
a coffee-and-cream complexion. | would like to 
correspond mainly with young servicemen who 
are also lonely, but will answer any letter re- 
ceived. My interests are jazz records, rock ’n’ 
roll, dancing, singing, skating and swimming. 
T will exchange photos. 

Barbara Ann Perkins 
86 Saratoga Ave. 
Brooklyn 33, N. Y. 


I am interested in corresponding with lone- 
some servicemen in all branches of the service. 
I am 19, 5’4”, 113 lbs., medium brown com- 
plexion, brown eyes. Nickname: “Jerry.” | 
love movies, all sports, reading and art. My 
hobbies are writing and sewing. Will exchange 
photos. 

Geraldine Harris 
2903 S. Wentworth 
Chicago 16, II. 
Apt. 8 


I’m very lonesome and would like to enter 
my name in your Pen Pal section. I’ve been 
here in New York six months and can’t seem 
to make friends here. I am 20, 54”. I weigh 
118 and have a brown complexion. Would like 
to correspond with men between 20-26. I will 
exchange photos on request. Thank you. 

Emma Marie Ruffin 
1855 Seventh Ave. 
New York 26, N. Y. 


I enjoy TAN very much and so decided to 
write for a Pen Pal. I am 17 and a senior in 
high school. My interests are water sports and 
reading. I also like music very much. I would 
like to hear from boys between 18-24. I am 
5’54%4” and weigh 110. I have dark brown hair 
and dark brown eyes. I will be glad to ex- 
change photos with any who wish. 

Ellis Mae Walker 
251 S. 39th St. 
San Diego 13, Calif. 


I am a new reader of your magazine TAN. 
I think it is great and hope to subscribe soon. 
I am 24 and work in a steel plant. Complexion 
medium brown, 5'10”, 146 lbs., black hair and 
brown eyes. I don’t drink or smoke. I spend 
my leisure time going to the movies and look- 
ing at TV. I also go to church and when rest- 
less like to write. I would like to correspond 
with girls 17-25. I would answer all mail at 


once and exchange photos. Thanks very much, 
Albert Brown 
Box 601 


Coatesville, Penn. 


{| am a constant reader of your magazine 
TAN and think it is a wonderful mag except 
that the stories could be a little longer. | am 
a Jamaican girl, 18, 5’2”, 120 lbs.. and have 
dark complexion. | would appreciate it if you 
would publish my name in your Pen Pal col- 
umn because I would like to correspond with 
people from everywhere, especially the U.S. A. 
1 will try to answer all letters. 

Donny Smith 

214 Lady Musgrave Ave. 
Half-Way-Tree P. 0. 

St. Andrew 

Jamaica, B.W.1. 


We fellows here at Signal Message Service 
read your magazine and think it is the best 
on the market. We very seldom can find it 
here, but as soon as it hits the stands in the 
States we have our parents send it to us. Here 
in Paris if you cannot speak French it is, what 
you might say, kind of hard to find what you 
are looking for. Otherwise, life here in France 
is lovely. Sir, | would be always grateful if 
you would publish my name as one who needs 
a Pen friend. I am a lonely soldier and am 
anxious to hear from girls anywhere in the 
world. | am 20, 5’5”, brown eyes, 143 lbs., 
medium brown complexion, and most of all 
single. All letters will be answered speedily 
and if requested. I will send a photo. 

Sp-3 Clarence T. Lindsay 

RA 14 623 128 

HQ & HQ Co., 7th Sig. Bn. (SVC) 
APO 55 

New York, N. Y. 


We are three G.l1.’s stationed on Okinawa and 
would like to have our names printed in your 
Pen Pal column. We would like to correspond 
with young ladies from any part of the world. 
Will answer all letters as soon as they come our 
way and will exchange photos. We are 22 years 
old. Hoping to receive mail real soon. 

A/2c Horace Rembert, AF14548654 
A/2c James J. Butler, AF 14595046 
A/2e Alonzo Whaley, AF15547953 
Hedronsec, 18th Fighter Bomber Wing 
APO 239 

San Francisco, Calif. 


I am a Ranger in the United States Army. I 

am 5/8” and weigh 165, have brown hair and 

blue eyes. I like sports, especially skiing and 

football. I also like poetry, music (jazz) and 

literature. I would like to hear from girls be- 

tween 18-24, and I would be willing to ex- 

change photos. I am looking forward to re- 
ceiving many letters and will answer all. 

Pfc. William G. Schedneck 

R. A. 19588232 

Hq. & Hq. Co., Ist Bat. Gp. 9th Inf. 

A.P.O. 937 

Seattle, Wash. 

(Ranger Platoon) 
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Help < 
YOU! 


By Eve Lynne 


EAR EVE: 
D I am in desperate need for 


advice. | am a single girl and had a few 


your 
| dates with a married man. He and his 
wife are legally separated and | love 
him very much. 

Do you think [ should break up with 
him because | am a nice girl and should 
consider my reputation. What do you 
think | should do? 





Sincerely yours. 

55. 
Dear S.S.: 

! wish someone would define legal 
separation. | suppose you mean he's 
married but not living with his wife. 11 
that’s the case, “youwre the other wom- 
an’ and remember your reputation be- 


lore someone else does. 


Dear Kve: 
lam twenty-five vears old and in love 


with a girl who is twenty-nine. We have 





) heen going steady for six months and | 
love her very much. | have asked het 

: lo marry me and she has accepted. 
Tell me. do vou think she is too old 
| lor me? 


know | love her. 


| believe she loves me and | 
My family savs she is 
loo old. 
Please help me. | don’t want to make 
' mistake that | will always regret. 
Thank you 
W.L.B. 
Dear W.LB.: 
If it’s any news to you, you arent get- 
ling hitched to your family. If you love 
her. marry the girl. 





Dear Eve: 

I am seventeen years old and in love 
with a boy of twenty-one. | have just met 
him at a dance which was an Army post- 
sponsored affair. 

| was engaged to a fellow down South 
hut as soon as [ met this fellow | broke 
my engagement, and told him about it. 
Did | do wrong by telling him about the 
At first he said it 
was O.K., but lately he seems rather cool 


fellow down South? 


and doesn’t talk as he used to. I call him 
every night. I don’t know what to do. 
please help me. 
Sincerely. 
Faye. a girl in love 
Dear Faye: 

The only thing girls chase successfully 
are cats! A man likes to do his own 
chasing, so give the guy a chance. Keep 
the phone on the hook or he'll get off it! 


Dear Eve: 

| need some assistance in solving my 
problem. | am twenty-two years old and 
| am a widow. I| have been going steady 
with a fellow whom I trusted very much. 
even as far as to loan him my car. 

He fibbed and said he was taking his 
sister on a trip, but instead took his girl 
friend. There are quite a few places he 
doesn’t want me to go but he goes and 
takes other girls. | have quit him and 
taken 
changed. 

Now 
quite fond of and he asked me to quit 
Will vou please 


him back. because he savs he’s 


| have met another fellow | am 
my other boy friend. 
give me some advice? 
Fruly. 
Virs. A.J. 

Dear Vrs. tJ.: 

! leopard may be able to change his 
spots. but 1 doubt it about human be- 
ings. Forget the old and go with the 
new! 

Dear Eve: 

| am seventeen years old and | am in 

At first [ did 


not care for him but now [ think | do 


love with a divorced man. 


| am certain that he loves me although 
he hasn’t mentioned marriage. Do you 
think he is old for me. he is between the 
ages of 29-36. Please answer. 

Viss C.W. 
Dear C.W.: 

{t seventeen you are still a growing 
girl, plus the fact “A girl’s choice is not 
a womans choice” anyway. First, how 
old is he? 


age. He may be later than you think! 


Find out this man’s correct 


Send A Copy 
To Your triends 


. .. without charge 


EBONY 
1820 So. Michigan Ave. 
Chicago 16, Illinois 


Please send a free copy of EBONY 
with my compliments to the persons 


listed below: 


] If possible send the July issue. 
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When it comes to love, some people have it and some don’t. 


What’s the secret of success? 


The answer is pretty hard 


to pin down, but this should put you on the right track 


*“TINHERE IS.” 


“only one hell 


wrote Dostoevski. 
not being able to 
love.” 

And though love is sought after, seem- 
ingly, as if it were going out of style, 
few men and women know how to be 
successful lovers—a fact borne out by 
our national divorce rate, which is the 
highest in the world. 

Perhaps, in dealing with the most ab- 
sorbing and interesting subject in exist- 
ence, love, we should first consider what 
an unsuccessful lover is, so as not to con- 
fuse him with the successful. There is a 
term in American slang which best de- 
scribes the unsuccessful, spelled 
W-O-L-F. The wolf is that person who 
chases after anything in skirts or shorts, 
including his friends’ wives and his 
wives’ friends, the female wolf of the 
species is the opposite of the male. 

In any event, the wolves fall in the 
category of those people who publicly 
brag about their many conquests, both 
real and imagined. They are the ones 
who go chasing through life from wom- 
an to woman and from man to man, 
finding no real gratification, no matter 
how many victims they are able to at- 
tract. Psychologists say that the man 
who chases after women to an exagger- 
ated degree is unconsciously looking for 
his mother and to top it off, he is suffer- 
ing from a sexual inferiority complex 
and is insecure. Thusly, the guys who 
brag are not supermen, but poor goofs 


who really need to see a psychiatrist. 
But there is another group of people, 
and seemingly all of us know at least one 
or two of their numbers, who make us 
remark and sometimes marvel: “I won- 
der how he (or she) does it?” These are 
the people, who-do not claim to be great, 
yet seem to hit off with nearly everyone 
with whom they come in contact. This 
group learned long ago, that the answer 
to the question of being a successful 
difficult 


Boiled to essence. it is simply this: To 


lover is neither nor secret. 
be a successful lover one must first be a 
successful person. Successful, in this in- 
stance, has nothing to do with fame or 
fortune, station in life nor physical at- 
tributes, but rather a successful inner 
self that is the sum total of charm, per- 
sonality, understanding, thoughtfulness. 
goodness and the uninhibited desire to 
love and be loved. 

Therefore, it would seem that one does 
not become a lover simply because at 
seventeen one may happen to be phys- 
ically outfitted for it. But rather, one, 
from infancy, is in the process of grow- 
ing into a lover and his earliest experi- 
ences may well determine the degree of 
success he or she will have in love. It is 
interesting to note how many divorce 
notices as opposed to the few successful 
marriages one sees glaring from the 
pages of newspapers. But every-now-and- 
then we see a picture of two old folk 
and the caption may read something like 


SSFUL 




























YOU DONT HAVE TO BE RICH 
... 10 Be Rich Looking! 


Florida Back Bow Beauly & 


_ Original fi: 
at only was 16900 wt 


You'll look lovely ! 


You'll feel younger! 





Exciting look for day- 
time and dress-up, too! 
Silky-fine, washable 
cotton. Colors: 
Turquoise or Rose. 
Junior Sizes: 9, 11, 

13, 15, 17, 19 ..6.99 
Misses’ Sizes: 10, 

12, 14, 16, 18, 
20............6.99 


















Half Sizes: 1414, 
16%, 1814, 20%, 
221% 6.99 
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In love, it is the little things 

that count—like flowers and 

candy and pretty words at 
the right time 


this. “Mr. and Mrs. John S. Doe recently 
repeated their vows on their 50th (and 
sometimes 75th) wedding anniversary.” 
And few will deny that time and endur. 
ance is often the test of lovers. 

Being a lover, then, is not just a con- 
dition of adolescence carrying over into 
our twenties, but is indeed a life long 
state of being, if it is successful. 

Perhaps, the greatest hindrance of 
would-be lovers is impatience along with 
several others we will discuss. Love often 
needs the fantasy of romance to keep it 
alive. Romance needs time and the sue- 
cessful lover must realize that time is of 
the essence in this pursuit. Human be. 
ings are not machines that can be driven 
and no one likes to be rushed into doing 
anything, whether it is on the job, pre- 
paring to attend a movie, or kissing the 
object of your affections goodnight. 

All too often it seems two candidates 
for love meet and one tends to try to 
rush what otherwise may have been a 
beautiful friendship. And often, too, the 
offender can not understand what went 
wrong and so blames the other party 
then goes right on to make the same mis- 
Benjamin Franklin was 
“Haste 


takes again. 
never so right when he said: 
makes waste.” 

Coupled with impatience, another of- 
fender of love is insincerity and those 
who commit the offense to gain their 
own selfish ends must also be ruled out 
of the desirable class of success in love. It 
is disrespect in its worse form and as 
someone, put it, only those who have no 
respect for themselves would disrespect 
another. Thus, we can say that one of the 
hallmarks of a successful lover is that he 
or she has respect not only for them- 
selves but for others. 

The virtue of respect produces an in- 
finite variety of good in the wooing and 
winning of the one you set your cap for 
and is indeed the basis of all love. It 
looks for the good in people to fasten on 
to and makes us tolerant of their short- 
comings. 

Another important consideration is 
thoughtfulness and good manners, 
neither of which went out with grand- 
ma’s high (Continued on Page 380) 
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By 


On The Reco 


James Goodrich 


AT KING COLE, discdom’s biggest 
hitmaker, appears certain to rack up 
another bestseller album in Capitol’s “St. 
Louis Blues” LP, a 13-selection set show- 
casing the smooth vocal stylist on songs 
from Paramount’s movie of the same 
title in which he portrays late Blues Com- 
poser W. C. Handy. With slick backing 
by Nelson Riddle’s big studio orchestra, 
Nat, singing soulfully and easy, delivers 
Handy’s classics in the engaging fashion 
of his that always makes his releases hot 
entries on the platter parade. He equals 
his finest efforts on records here as he 
works with memorable tunes the “Daddy 
of the Blues” penned, like Memphis 
Blues, Beale Street Blues, Yellow Dog 
Blues and St. Louis Blues, the title song 
and most famous of them all. 
The album has Nat’s dulcet talents 
shining through all shadings of the great 
indigo music. Whether he wails about 


“where the Southern cross the Yellow 
Dog,” or bemoans about when “the eve- 
ning sun goes down,” he glows on some 
glowing melodies. Nobody ever voiced 
Handy any sharper than Nat does in this 
collection from the revered songwriter’s 
film life story. 

Besides the most popular of Handy’s 
creations, the album also has Cole lend- 
ing ballad beauty to seven lesser rated 
compositions by the old master: Hesitat- 
ing Blues, Careless Love, Harlem Blues, 
Chantez Les Bas (or Sing ’em Low). 
Friendless Blues, Joe Turner’s Blues and 
Morning Star, a number written 30 years 
ago but only recently brought to public 
attention in the Paramount picture. Han- 
dy’s music constitutes all except two 
numbers in the package: Stay, composed 
by Mrs. Handy; and The Love Theme, 
which Nelson Riddle created especially 
for the movie. (Continued on Page 55) 
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Men love a lovely complexion! 
So use Black and White Bleach- 
ing Cream as directed and see 
your skin take on a new lighter, 
brighter, softer, smoother look. 

Its bleaching action works 
effectively inside your skin. 
Modern science knows no faster 
way of lightening skin. 


Get 
Black and White 
Bleaching Cream at 
all drug counters 
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Now I'm Really Living 
I Get $50-560 


REGULARLY BY SHOWING 


LUCKY HEART COSMETICS MRS. BLAKE 





If you need extra money regularly, anywhere from $10 
to $150, take a tip from me. Get it easily in your own 
spare time by showing and demonstrating LUCKY 
HEART COSMETICS. It’s easy, glamorous, plus being 
a lot of fun. Anyone, any age, anywhere can show and 
sell Lucky Heart successfully to friends and neighbors. 
Lucky Heart shows you how, sends you everything you 
need to start making extra money for a better way of life. 


MAKE EXTRA MONEY FOR EASIER LIVING 
I’ve already bought a freezer and other new appliances, 
paid down on a new car with my Lucky Heart Cash. 
Luxuries take money, but I make money in just a few 
hours of my own time, showing, demonstrating and 
selling Lucky Heart. Their proven plan for making 
money really works. Try 
it, and you too can have 





FREE extra money easily. To 
EAN MS cet your start with Lucky 
CASE Heart write today and get 
OFFER your FREE DISPLAY 
CASE OFFER. 
LUCKY HEART + Dept. 2G 
400 Mulberry St. Memphis 2, Tenn. 
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had married for security. 


thought Rhoda had made 4 


T WAS ONE OF THOSE DAYS when nothing seemed to go right. To begin with. 
the old alarm clock didn’t go off and we all overslept. Tom had to dash off to work 
without his breakfast, and the kids were late for school. Marsha, with a 14-year-old’s 
typical disregard for order, had left the bathroom in a mess. Tom Jr. had to find his 
baseball glove before he left and practically turned the house upside down looking 
for it. By the time I chased both of them off to school, the breakfast I’d forgotten on 
the stove was burned to a crisp. 

“Oh. damn!” [ cried, too upset and disgusted to fee! guilty about using a swear 
word. | was too angry to cry and it seemed that the unaccustomed outburst relieved 
my pent-up emotions somewhat. I flopped into a chair and surveyed the situation. 
The smoke and smell from the burnt pots hung heavy in the air and took away my 
appetite. The house was a wreck and it would take a couple of hours to straighten 
up again. Tom was a stickler for being to work on time. I felt guilty although I knew 
he'd never blame me. 

Suddenly, | was very tired—not physically tired, but emotionally strained and 
mentally weary. Why should everything go wrong for me so often lately. After 15 
years of marriage | was suddenly running the house and managing the family like 
a brand new inexperienced bride. 

| found a cigarette and smoked nervously. Maybe something was wrong with me. 
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You can’t 

shut out 
CANCER 

this way 





EAR AND DELAY are the two most 
| potent allies ofcancer.Too many 
Americans needlessly lose their lives 
. . because they put off 
going to their doctors. 


to cancer. 


Many cancers are curable if 
treated in time. Even 15 years ago, 
medical science was saving 1 out of 
4 cancer patients. Today, it’s sav- 
ing 1 in 3. The odds would be even 
better if people would have a health 
checkup annually and be alert to 
cancer’s seven danger signals: 
1. Unusual bleeding or dis- 
charge. 2. A lump or thicken- 
ing in the breast or elsewhere. 
3. A sore that does not heal. 
4. Change in bowel or bladder 
habits. 5. Hoarseness or cough. 
6. Indigestion or difficulty in 
swallowing. 7. Changeina wart 
or mole. 

If your signal lasts longer than two 

weeks, go to your doctor to learn 

if it means cancer. 

Having a health checkup every 
year is the smart thing to do—a 
checkup is your best insurance 
against cancer. 

And it’s equally smart to send 
your check to help in the continu- 
ing fight against this merciless killer. 

Send your check to ““Cancer’”’ 
in care of your local post office, 


AMERICAN 
CANCER 
SOCIETY 
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Who wouldn’t trade babies 
and a sink full of dishes for 


freedom and a mink stole? 


Everything else was just as it had been 
for weeks, months—years. Tom was a 
steady worker, and did pretty well con- 
sidering he wasn’t in a profession. His 
job wasn’t glamorous, but it was enough 
to provide us with the necessities of life. 
even though. we had mighty few lux- 
uries. 

I didn’t have clothes like—well, like 
Rhoda, for instance. She was my younger 
sister. Rhoda had already been married 
twice, each time to a man who was able 
to give her anything she wanted, a car, 
a nice home, clothes, spending money, 
all the things I’d long since given up 


hope of ever having for myself. 

I have to admit I envied my sister. 
She had so much. Her daughter, Sara 
Mae. was the same age as Marsha, but 
the two girls traveled in different circles. 
They lived in different worlds, just as 
my sister and | did. Funny, but every 
time I’d mentioned my sister to Tom. 
he’d shake his head pityingly and say. 
“Poor, Rhoda!” 

Poor Rhoda, indeed! If only | were 
that poor! I'd been inclined to agree 
with Tom after her first marriage broke 
up. I felt sorry for my sister because her 
marriage hadn’t worked out as well as 
mine had. But when she told me the 
settlement her husband made on her and 
Sara Mae, I agreed with Rhoda that it 
made up for all the trials and tribula- 
tions of her unhappy marriage. Then 
she’d found another husband. one who 
was even better off than the first. He 
was an older man who adored her and 
thought nothing was too good for her 
or his stepdaughter. 

My eyes fell on Marsha’s new dress 
hanging on the back of the door. It was 
a beautiful dress, styled in the latest 
fashion, but it was one I'd made myself 





on a machine that must have béen one of 
the first electric models ever made. My 
sister's child, I knew. had closets full 
of expensive, store-bought clothes. 

Some people have all the luck, | 
thought bitterly, as | sat staring at the 
cluttered dining room table. Like Rhoda. 
She went places and did things. exciting 
things. Her name and picture were in 
the newspapers regularly, as a guest at 
some big social function or as hostess to 
a gay party of socialites. 

Yet. was it luck? Or was it the differ- 
ence in our personalities that made such 
a big difference in our lives? | remem- 
ber once when we were still in school, 
Rhoda and | had a talk about our boy 
friends. | was going with Tom even then, 
and Rhoda was going out with Al, a 
friend of Tom’s. 

“Tom told me that Al really goes for 





vou in a big way,” I said to Rhoda as we 
walked to school, slowing our steps at 
the corner where the boys waited for the 
girls to pass. 

Rhoda laughed. “Tom is so head over 
heels about you, honey, that he thinks 
the whole world is in love!” 

“Tom says that Al hates it when you 
date other fellows, but he can’t do any- 
thing about it,” I told her. 

“He’s right, he can’t do anything 
about it.” my sister said haughtily. shift- 
ing the books in her arms so she could 
get out her cigarettes. Before she got it 
in her mouth good, three boys were 
there holding matches for her. “Why tie 
yourself to one boy,” she smiled as we 
walked on, “when there are so many you 
can keep on the string?” 

“You'll feel different about that when 
you meet the ‘one and only,’ ” I said. 

“Someone like Tom?” And when | 
nodded, Rhoda sneered. “When I do fall. 
[ guarantee you it won’t be for any of 
these clinker-tops around here! He'll be 
good looking and have a good bank- 
roll!” 

And Rhoda meant what she said. She 
got married (Continued on Page 56! 
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By Margo Hughes 
ILLIE HOLIDAY, who will do all the singing 


for the movie Lady Sings The Blues, has a date to 





record the sound track while in Paris doing her first 
concert tour of Europe. Billie. however. will not appear 
in the story of her life. 

Columbia Pictures reportedly is interested in 
filming the life of vibe-president Lionel Hampton, par- 
ticularly his experiences while orbiting around on 
goodwill tours. However. the company can’t decide 
whether to use Hamp and his band or actors going 
through the motions. 

There’s an upcoming musical based on the life 
story of Johnny Mathis; which is pretty good for a 22- 
year-old. And who, no doubt. can act for himself, since 
he'll be acting as well as singing in the 20th Century- 
Fox film A Certain Smile. 

Sam (You Send Me) Cooke, who managed to 
get himself skyrocketed to fame in a few short months, 
is going to sing the song Almost In Your Arms in the 
Cary Grant-Sophia Loren movie Houseboat. 

The voice of Robert McFerrin, second Negro to 
sing as a regular member of the Metropolitan Opera 
Company (first was Marian Anderson) will be used in 
the forthcoming movie version of Porgy And Bess. 
Voices are being dubbed for most of the stars. 
Biggest break of her career came for Baltimore- 
thrush Ethel Ennis when she was chosen to accompany 
Benny Goodman and band to the Brussels International 
World’s Fair, representing the typical American girl 
singer. Blues shouter Jimmy Rushing was wailing with 
the band also. 

Erroll Garner, who has become a noted com- 
poser as well as gifted pianist. is writing a full-dress 
concert composition for his upcoming appearances with 
symphony orchestras and concerts. 

Specialty Records has a number of un-released 
recordings that they hope will keep the name of Little 
Richard Penniman on the rock ’n’ roll scene even though 
he has given it all up for the ministry. But Elder Penni- 
man, as he is now known, would like his fans to stop 
listening to them. He feels that inasmuch as he could 
give up the fame and fortune, the least others can do 
is to stop dancing their way to hell listening to them. 
The Rev. “Gatemouth” Moore who left blues 
singing for a stormy session of preaching the word 
down in Birmingham and other places South from 
which he made a fast retreat, is back in Chicago oper- 
ating “The Gatemouth Valet Shop” while he shops 
around for a radio show. (Continued on Page 75) 
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Design 
Smant-Loeking Clothes 


Whee you wish to make a career of dress design- 
ing or want only to gain the skill needed to create 
original styles for yourself and members of your family, 
the National Schooi of Dress Design now offers you the 
opportunity to acquire practical basic training which re- 
quires only spare time study at home. 

To those with aptitude, our interesting home study 
foundation Course in Fashion Designing, Fashion Sketch- 
ng, Pattern Drafting, Cutting, and Fitting provides « 
sound fundamental background—a background which 
may open the door to an eventual fashion career, or add 
fascination, thrills, and zest, as well as increased skill, to 
the work of the } wer or the dressmaker 


A LEADING HOME STUDY FASHION SCHOOL 


Backed by years of experience, our training covers all 
essential phases of styling and costume designing. Basic 
principles are taught by the inspiring “learn-by-~doing” 
method, step-by-step under the supervision of a qualified 
instructor who takes a real interest in your progress. 

FREE BOOKLET! MAILCOUPON TODAY = 
Clip and mail coupon below at once for P 
valuable free booklet, “Adventures in 
Dress Design,” and full particulars. Sent 
postage prepaid without obligation. (No 
salesman will Call.) 

NATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN 
835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 323g, Chicago 14, ill, 
WATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DESIGN, Dept. 3238 
835 Diversey Parkway, Chicago 14, Lil. 

Please send me FREE and postpaid your booklet, 
“Adventures in Dress Design,” and full particulars. This 
obligates me in no way. 








Name. 
Address 
City Zone State 




















REVERSIBLE AUTO 
SEAT COVERS 


* FLEXTON 5 


h SNAKE-ZEBRA DESIGN 
LEOPARD -COWHIDE DESIGN 





ORDER FROM MFR. AND SAVE 
Colorful SNAKE AND TERRA DESIGN And 
LEOPARD COWWIDE DESIGN. Con Be Used On 
tither Side Woter And Stoimproof Toilored 
With Side Grip Ponels for Tight Fit Sewn 
} With NYLON Thread for Long Weor Semple To 
instoll. Oress Up Your Cor With A Set Of Esther 
Of These Colorful Expensive Looking Covers! 
10 DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
Chowe Of SPLIT Or Solid Front Seat Only $2 98 
<omplete Set For Both Front & REAP Ont $5 00 
When Ordering Specity Chore Of Design Wonted 
Moke Of Cor And Seot Style Enclose Poyment 
And Save Postage 0 Sent COD 

CRYDER SALES CORP Dep: C-150 
sox 79, WHITESTONE 57, N Y 





Each Only 


$e 




















DOCTOR'S MARVELOUS NEW DISCOVERY 
RELIEVES DRUNKENNESS IN 5 DAYS 


Does Drunkenness Threaten Your 
Happiness Or Your Loved Ones? 
This Remarkable New Discovery 
Quickly And Easily Helps Bring 
Relief From All Desire Of Liquor. 
This Is Strictly A Home Method. 
Easy To Take. Nothing Like It 
mf Before. Not Represented As A Per- 
manent ''Cure,"’ But It Is A Doctor's Recognized 
Method Of Withdrawal Of Alcohol. You Can Go 
To Business And Carry On Your Social Life As 
Usual, While Using Our Method. May Be Used 
Secretly For Whiskey, Wine, Beer, Gin, Etc. 
improvement Is Noticed In A Remarkably Short 
Time. The Price Is Amazingly Low. Only $10.00 
r The Entire ‘ ula, and Instructions. 
This ts The Only Method That Guarantees Satisfac- 
tion Or Your Money Refunded. You Will Bless 
The Day You Saw This Ad As Thousands Have 
Already Done. Mail Your $10.00 With Order 
Or Pay Postman When You Receive Package. 


SOBERIN AIDS CO. DEPT. T-3 
P.O. Bex 42 Rugby Station Brooklyn 3, N. Y. 
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“This is my home,” I told him. “Did 
you think I'd stop taking care of it just 
because you left, or that I'd stop living 
because you broke up our marriage?” 








cE QULDNT 
SET ME FREE 


He had scorned our child, flaunted other women in my face 


and I had sent him packing. But still I was not free of him, 


not free of his touch or his kiss. I would never be really 


** TF OW’S THE NEW BOY FRIEND?” 
a familiar voice asked as | stepped 
into my apartment that night. 

[ caught my breath. “Wally! What 
are you doing here? Where’s Susie?” | 
demanded, glancing around. 

“Susie? Oh, you mean the baby sit- 
ter.” Wally laughed. “I gave her an ex- 
tra dollar and sent her home.” 

Suddenly I was angry. “I asked you 
what you were doing here? You’re sup- 
posed to visit Carole Saturday after- 
noons, not at three o'clock in the morn- 
ing.” 

He stood up and tossed aside the 
magazine he’d been reading. “I didn’t 
come to see my daughter, Pat.” he said 
unexpectedly. “I came to see my wife.” 


“You mean ex-wife, don’t you?” | 


reminded him. “The judge said the di- 
vorce was to be final in 30 days. That 
was two weeks ago, Wally.” 

The easy smile didn’t leave his lips. 
“| said ‘wife,’ and that’s what I mean, 
baby! You'll always be my wife, don’t 
you know that?” he declared. 

| had myself well under control by 
then. I took out a cigarette and was 
pleased to note that my hand did not be- 
tray my inner turmoil as I lighted it 
before Wally could get his lighter work- 
ing. “I think I’d better go see how the 
baby is,” I said, throwing my wrap over 
the back of a chair. Wally took hold of 
my arm as I tried to pass. “She’s okay,” 
he told me. “I just looked in on her a 
few minutes ago.” 

“Well! Why the sudden paternal re- 
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gard for your child?” 1 asked mock- 
ingly. “A few months ago you couldn't 
bear to look at her.” 
“Never mind that,” 
“What’s between you and the guy with 
the convertible?” 
| jerked away from him. “That’s none 


he said curtly. 


of your business! And in the future I'll 
thank you not to come around spying on 
me!” 

I was surprised that he didn’t get mad 
at that. Actually, | was the one who was 
angry. but I didn’t dare let Wally see 
hpw easily he could still upset me. For 
n past two weeks | had concentrated 
on forgetting him and his sudden reap- 
pearance right after my important date 
with Philip Woods brought back all the 
old doubts and fears. 

Philip’s ardent goodnight kiss still 
burned on my lips and my spine still 
tingled from his gentle awakening of 
emotions | thought I’d never feel again. 
Yet, the sight of Wally stirred so many 
memories that already | was thinking 
how wonderful if we were back together 
again. 

I forcibly thrust such thoughts aside 
and demanded, “What do you want. 
anyway?” 

“A drink,” Wally said evenly. “How 
about you?” 

I shook my head, wondering if | let 
him have a drink he would leave. “You'll 
find the liquor in the same place.” | 
told him after a moment’s hesitation. | 
watched him go to the built-in bar he’d 
made the second year of our marriage. 
When Wally willingly left behind all the 
improvements he had bought and made 
during our five years of marriage, I knew 
then that he really wanted his freedom. 

“The old place looks pretty good,” he 
said, returning to the living room with 
his drink. 

“This is my home,” I said irritably. 
“Did you think I'd stop taking care of it 
just because you left? Did you think I’d 
stop living because you broke up our 
marriage?” 

“Wait a minute! Hold everything, 
baby,” Wally said. “You were the one 
who got the divorce.” 

I jumped up, forgetting my determi- 
nation to avoid a scene. “I couldn’t take 
your lying and cheating any more, that’s 
why I got the divorce!” I flung at him. 

“But not because you didn’t love me 
any more!” It was a statement, not a 
question, and for a moment I wondered 
if it were true. Then | drew myself up 


and said, “How could | continue to love 
a man who not only ignored his own 
child but constantly humiliated me by 
carrying on with other women? Oh, yes. 
I loved you once—when I was young 
and innocent. When | thought you were 
the greatest guy in the world. But it’s 
over now, Wally. Just like that.” 

A confident smile crept over his face. 
“Wanna bet?” His eyes held mine. chal- 
lenged me. “You'll never get me out of 
your system, baby! Your new boy friend 
and nobody else can change that.” 

“Philip is worth a dozen of you! And 
he loves me,” I said, taking a step or two 
backward. 

“And I suppose you love him,” Wally 
said mockingly. all the time coming 
closer. 

“| —-of course I do!” I faltered. The 
sofa behind me halted my progress and 
[ sat down abruptly. 

Wally stood over me, and somehow | 
was more conscious of his strength and 
magnetism than ever before. He towered 
over me and it seemed that I was bound 
to do his bidding, just as I'd always 
done in years past. Wally’s voice was 
low now and his eyes caressed me. “This 
Philip.” he said, “does he make your 
ears ring when he holds you in his 
arms?” 

“Yes!” | pressed back against the 
sofa. Further retreat was cut off. 

“That’s a lie,” Wally said softly. He 
moved closer. “When he kisses you. is 
it like floating on Cloud Nine?” 

He sat down and captured me in his 
arms. His mouth was dangerously near 
mine. “Please don’t, Wally,” I begged. 
“It’s not right.” 

His arms tightened around me and my 
head began to whirl. “It’s right, baby. 
because you're mine.” he whispered 
fiercely. 

“Oh. Wally—Wally!” I moaned. Our 
lips met, and then I was soaring, float- 
ing, drifting high on Cloud Nine... . 

| awoke the next morning wrapped in 
a golden glow of warmth and the linger- 
ing ecstasy of love. I lay perfectly still, 
my mind racing into the future. My 
thoughts were full of Wally; there was 
no room for Philip or anyone else, only 
Wally. He could be so fiercely gentle, | 
reflected, so strong and so tender. So 
selfish in every other way, but in love so 
thoughtful and considerate. 

I imagined us back together, laughing 
and loving and living the way we had at 
the beginning. And remembering my re- 


luctant, yet eager surrender the night be 
fore, | wondered if it would always be 
that way—Wally desiring me, and my 
yielding to his demands. 

From the ardor of his love | was posi- 
tive that he would want to piece to- 
gether our broken marriage, that some- 
how we'd try to recapture the magic of 
our love. I lay there thinking how nice it 
would be to have him back again. Drows- 
ily, I called, “Wally—darling!” There — 
was no answer. I called again and this 
time the bedroom door opened and Car- 
ole stood there in her pink flannel 
nightie, clutching her favorite doll. 

“Good morning, honey,” | sang out 
happily. “Is that Daddy of yours any- 
where around?” 

She blinked her big dark eyes sol- 
emnly and said, “No, Mommy. Daddy's 
gone bye-bye.” * 

Fear seized my heart in an icy grip. 
Vo. no! I cried out inwardly. Wally 
couldn't do that to me! 

But in my suddenly numb and aching 
heart | knew that he had walked out on 
me again. And | was ashamed of what 
had happened the night before. How 
could I have been such a fool! I had let 
myself be carried away by a silly ro- 
mantic dream, when all the time all 
Wally wanted was— 

I buried my face in my hands. His 
current girl friend must have stood him 
up and he had come after me. And I, 
fool that I was, let him walk all over my 
feelings again. 

“Don’t cry, Mommy.” Carole whim- 
pered, patting me on the back. 

The sadness in her voice touched off 
a flood of tears and I hugged her to me, 
sobbing, “Oh. my baby! You’re all I’ve 
got.” 

“I love you, Mommy,” she said. “And 
Uncle Philip loves you. He told me so. 
Why doesn’t Daddy love us? Huh?” 

What could I say? How could I tell 
her that her father was too much in love 
with himself to spare any real affection 
for anybody else? And looking back, | 
could see that was how it had always 
been. But being young and in love, I 
couldn’t see it then. 


VERYTHING HAD BEEN FUN for 

Wally and me at the start. Tall and 
handsome, he was quite a catch and | 
considered myself the luckiest girl in 
the world when he asked ‘me to marry 
him. And when (Continued on Page 67) 
19 




















RUNKARDS 
WIFE 


en would be all right, I knew he would be, if I could 


keep him away from the bottle. All I had to do was 


» him day and night, and never let him out of my sight 


hed down the pink jumper that was the uniform 
unteer hospital workers and surveyed myself in the mirror. 
I was pleased with what I saw. My full figure was nipped neatly 
he waist in contrast to the more shapeless uniforms of the nurses. 
Yet. | would have given anything to be able to wear the 
hed white nurse’s uniform and I tried to imagine how the little white 
| look perched atop my shiny black curls. 
| my life ’'d wanted to be a nurse. but never came close to my ambition. 
w. as a member of the Royal Queens social club, | was a volunteer 
at Parker Hospital. The club had offered to donate a certain number 
each week and the members took turns working the daytime shifts. 
duties were simple: we assisted the nurses as they made their rounds 
of the wards and we did whatever we could to make the 
omfortable. Some of the club members were uncomfortable in the 
nce of sick people and spent their time with the ambulatory 
patients. who needed less attention than those confined to their beds. 
Shirley Evans came into the dressing room just then and 
anding in front of the mirror. “You look like you’re primping for a 
date.” she said, flopping down into a chair. 
(hat was a laugh, because Shirley was definitely one of the girls who had 
red strictly for the glamour of it. She was president of the 
al Queens and felt it was her privilege to take on the easiest chores. 
sn't hurt to look your best,” I told her. “The patients appreciate it.” 
“Well. there’s one patient in this hospital who doesn’t appreciate 
Shirley said with a sigh. “I swear, that man would try the patience 
rint! He just now chased me out of his room.” (Continued on Page 61) 
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whole life, it seemed, had been fun- 
ed through the neck of a whisky bottle. 


is the curse to follow me for all my days? 
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IN LOVE 
WITH 
MY 


DOCTOR 


Why shouldn’t I have fallen 


for him? My husband was 





too busy making money to 


pay any attention to me 


“ae SOMETHING going on 
between you and him. I know there 
ind I’m going to find out what it is,” 
Car! shouted with his eyes red with fury. 
He gritted his teeth meanly as he stood 
door and his chest pumped hotly. 
I've been watching you. I’m not crazy. 
(ll beat him within an inch of his life,” 
he growled. “Then Ill be back to take 
care of you!” 
[he door slammed angrily behind 
tim. | was dumbfounded. I hadn’t been 
ible to say a word since I casually tucked 
1 loose strand of hair into place, 
moothed my dress around my hips and 
told Car! | was on my way to the doctor’s 
office for my weekly treatment. 
had been like most of the 
‘ther days since my spring marriage to 


lhe day 


Carl over three years before. How was | 





to know it would turn out this way? Carl 
had gotten up at 6 o'clock as usual. 
turned on the lights in his little home 
workroom and spent the early hours of 
the morning poring over business papers 
and plans that he hadn’t finished with the 
night before. He got his own coffee and 
roll. That’s all he ever wanted in the 
mornings. And he grumbled an almost 
inaudible goodbye as he went out of the 
door. 

Late in the morning | had gotten up, 
had breakfast and piddled around with 
household chores. There were the bath- 
room curtains to wash. The floor needed 
waxing and there were some of Carl’s 
sox I had to darn before I went to the 
launderette. I wasn’t working too hard 
around the house and hadn’t been since 
I came home from the hospital two 
months before. It was the doctor’s orders 
that I take things easy. 

Mable called about two and told me 
about the fashion show she had been in. 
I would have been in it too except for 
my operation and Carl’s attitude about 
such things. He said they were a waste of 
time and money. We talked about what 
Helen had worn. some old funny thing 
that she made herself which was a 
scream. Later | called Helen and told 
her I had heard how nice she looked. It 
was her club that gave the affair and I 
promised her I would be ready to take 
part next time. 

“Right now, honey, I’ve got to get 
these aches and pains out of my body.” 
I told her. 

“You mean to tell me you're still going 
to the doctor?” she asked incredulously. 

“Um huh,” I said. “he’s about the 
best doctor I’ve ever been to in my life. 
He takes such an interest in his patients. 
He’s really quite wonderful and he’s do- 
ing me an awful lot of good.” 

“It just seems an awful long time. 
Kate,” Helen said. “Those bills can run 
up. y know.” 

“I know.” I said, “but I just still feel 
like I ought to see him. And he’s doing 
me so much good.” 

Almost as soon as I hung up. | began 
preparing for my weekly visit to Dr. 
White’s office. This was the biggest day 
of my week. I picked out one of my best 
dresses. one that I had not worn to his 
office before. and made certain that it 
was neatly pressed and would cling prop- 
erly in all the right places. I was extra 
selective about my other things and | 
took a long, warm, invigorating bath. 





I had Carl’s dinner on the back of the 
stove and was fixing my hair when he 
came in. 

“What’s up?” he said in his usual 
passive way of greeting me. He threw off 
his coat and laid down his briefcase. 
“Gee. | wish I could get all the work | 
have to do done at the office,” Carl com- 





plained. 

“Well, your dinner is ready. It’s on the 
stove and you can get it whenever you 
want it,” | told him. “P’ve got to go to the 
doctor. you know.” 

“Yeah. I know,” Carl mumbled as he 
zipped his briefcase open and took a 
sheath of papers off toward his work 
desk. “What time will you be back?” 

“Oh. I don’t know.” I said a little too 
gaily. 

“You look like you're going to a 
party.” Carl said surveying me closely. 

[ didn’t know how to answer that. 
And. strangely, a flush of heat rushed 
through me. I suspect I might have 
blushed. | wasn’t answering Carl when | 





said it. | guess | must have been answer- 
ing my own inner thoughts. Anyhow 
what came out was a peculiar “Humph!” 

There was a long silence between us. 
Carl looked at me verv critically. | 
couldn’t meet his gaze. I just went on get- 
ting dressed and grooming my hair. He 
walked into the den and spoke back to 
me. “How long since you had that oper- 


ation?” 





“Two months,” I answered. 

“You've been going to that doctor’s 
office every week since then, haven't 
you?” Carl said with a touch of impa- J 
tience in his voice. ) 

“Um huh.” T said. | couldn’t think of 
any words to put together into sensible 







sentences. 





“Don’t you think it’s about time vou 
took that weight off the budget?” Carl 


asked. 









“How would I know.” I said testily. 7 






“I’m no doctor. and you’re no doctor.” 





The impatience in Carl’s voice had 








sparked the same kind of impatience in 





mine. 





“| know P’m no doctor. but how long 





do you have to keep running over 
there?” Carl said. He was now standing 













in the bedroom door and there was @ 





touch of anger in his voice. 
“Now. look, Carl,” I said, throwing 
my defenses. “What are you hinting at?” 
Carl came across the room and picked 












up the sleeve of my dress, feeling the tex- 7 
ture of the cloth. He tucked at my neatly 











“[P’'m glad I’m your favorite patient,” I 
told him, then added brazenly: “But I 
hope that’s not all that I am to you.” 
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Chere wasn’t anything wrong with me, I knew it as well as 


I knew the back of my own hand. I didn’t need Dr. White 


any more—not for what he had been treating me for 


ied hair, and looked me over close- 
m head to foot. 
What the hell do you think I’m hint- 
it,” he said hoarsely, turning on his 
ind picking up his coat. “There's 


: ” 
ething going on between you two—. 


\ .D NOW I STOOD with the bang of 
slamming door still ringing in 
ars. Outside I heard the car start 
d roar away just as hurriedly and 
rinedly as Carl always drove when 
ling to important business. He had 
ke this ever since I first met him— 
is. conscientious, busy, hurrying, 
: things settled quickly and getting 
done without a lot of lost motion. 
ited to run out and tell him to come 
wk. but | was too dumbfounded by the 
enness of it all. And the clearness of 
wn thoughts was now making me 
lirty and ashamed. 
it was true. Yes, it was true. There was 
ething going on between Dr. White 
ne. Sure there was. I had been pro- 
ing my visits to his office much 
r than was necessary. There wasn’t 


thing wrong with me anymore. I 


it as well as I knew the back of my 
hand. But | enjoyed the way Dr. 
White treated me. | enjoyed talking to 


him and hearing the deep. slow vibra- 
tions of his voice when he spoke. | en- 
joved being coquettish with him and 
watching his reactions to the things | 
said. 

No. [ didn’t really need him anymore. 
Not for what he had been treating me 
for. It. had been many weeks since | 
needed him for that. Now all we did 
when | went there was get my tempera- 
ture and talk about how I was feeling. 

Sut everytime | went [ took special 
care to dress my best. [| was careful 
about how | pronounced my words. | 
was always on my very best manners and 
| brazenly sat so he couldn't help notic- 
ing my legs. 

Yes. it was true. [ had a crush on my 
doctor. And now Carl had discovered it. 
But when did it all start. and how was 
it going to end? Fear welled up in me. 
Shame made my eyes moist with unshed 
tears. Anger overwhelmed me. My mind 
raced over the days and weeks that had 


gone by. 


ARL WAS REALLY the one and 
4 only man in my life. | had known 
some other boys when I was young. | 
had even kissed and petted with some. 


But nobody had come down the road 


bringing all the things that a woman 
loves like Carl had. When I met him | 
knew my search for happiness and secu- 
rity was over. Carl was a man who knew 
just what he wanted out of life and he 
wasn’t afraid to work for it. I met him at 
a party Helen’s club gave. 

He was arguing with some other fel- 
lows when I first laid eyes on him. “The 
trouble with most people is they want to 
dance to the music but they don’t want 
to pay the piper,” he was saying. “You 
can’t have a fine home and a nice car 
unless you work like the devil. That’s the 
only way it can be done, and a man has 
got to keep his mind on what he’s doing.” 

Some of the other fellows agreed with 
him but some kept the argument going. 
“Heck, man, you’ve got to have some fun 
sometimes,” one said. 

“Sure.” Carl admitted, “but the time 
for having fun is when you’ve accom- 
plished something.” 

What he said made a lot of sense to 
me and | began to scrutinize him closely. 
\ll the boys I knew only wanted to have 
fun. They rarely talked about accom- 
plishing anything. 

Carl was leaning against the door. | 
vould see he wasn’t a tall man or a big 
man. | changed my seat so [ could see 
him better. He was tall enough. with a 
wiry, muscular look about him. He was 
relaxed against the door but it seemed he 
was a coiled spring ready to pop into 
action any second. His hair was cut short 
and groomed neatly. His clothes looked 
like he selected and wore them with great 
care. There was nothing especially good 
looking about him that I could see from 
where I sat. 

Later. however, [ managed to get 
closer to him and get a better look. He 
had the smoothest, unblemished skin | 
had ever seen. His eyes were deep set 
and determined, with unusually long 
lashes. His teeth were perfect. Without 
having anything about him that hit you 
in the face. he was quite good looking. 

“T want to meet him.” | told Helen 
without shame. 

“Oh, you mean Carl? Sure. honey. But 
he's kinda square. Good marriage catch. 
but kinda square, like | say,” Helen re- 
plied. 

The next thing [ knew he was walking 
me home. 

I was very disappointed to find out he 
didn’t have a car. Most of the boys I 
knew had been off to the war in Korea 
and they had cars. I had never been out 
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with a boy who didn’t have a car. 

“Hope you don’t mind the late evening 
exercise.” Carl said as we started into 
the second long block toward my house 
five blocks away. 

“Oh no,” J said, thinking that I would 
just forget whatever I was thinking about 
this fellow. 

“You see, I’d rather have a house than 
acar. Can’t sleep in a car. People ought 
to get the necessities before they start 
getting the luxuries. I’m getting my 
house soon,” he said. 

That made sense. It was the sort of 
thing I had always heard my father say. 
And Carl looked so young to be thinking 
so old. 

“How old are you?” I asked. 

“Twenty-seven.” 

“And already thinking about buying 
a house,” I said unbelievingly. 

“Sure. I'm gonna have it by next 
Spring. Wanna help me plan the fur- 
nishings?” he said matter-of-factly. 


HAT’S HOW it had all gotten started 

between Carl and me. No hot dates 
and passionate kisses in lover’s lanes. No 
dazzling visits to swank supper clubs or 
thrilling nights at high society dances. 
He just asked me to help him pick the 
furniture for his house and I began 
spending my evenings thumbing through 
magazines and newspapers watching for 
things I thought would make a house 
beautiful. 

Carl gave me a budget to work on and 
when we were looking through the mag- 
azines he would hint to me what he liked. 
Ours was a very casual courtship. It 
seemed that even without saying any- 
thing about it, we knew exactly where 
we were headed and that’s where we 
wound up. 

We were married the day the real es- 
tate dealer turned the house over to Carl 
and the furniture company began de- 
livering the furnishings we had picked 
together. 

It was really the nicest sort of mar- 
riage and working honeymoon a girl 
could dream of. Carl took a week off and 
we placed everything just where we 
wanted it. It was all very exciting. But 
then Carl went back to work. 

“Now we've got to get all this paid 
for,” he said as he took off businesslike 
and hurried going back to work. 

I said “Yes,” and gave him an affec- 
tionate peck on the cheek, and he was 
gone. I found myself alone in a new 


house newly decorated with nothing to 
do. Time began to weigh heavily on my 
hands during the daytime, and when Carl 
came home at night he always had some 
more work he had to do. 

I became a day and night TV addict. 
There wasn’t anything else for me to do, 
but I didn’t really mind. After all, I had 
my man—a conscientious, hard-working 
young man who had promised me he was 
going to retire and we would travel all 
over the world when he was forty. We 
had a beautiful home that was our own 
and other couples our age were still 
struggling to pay the rents. 

I was very proud of Carl. I respected 
him so terribly much. I loved him and 
I used to brag about him sickeningly 
whenever I got together with girl friends. 

“Carl says we're getting a Chevy,” I 
would brag. “That’s the only car for a 
young couple. They maintain their value 
like no other cars,” I would add, repeat- 
ing him. “Carl says the smart thing to 
do is get the furniture paid for first; then 
it’s time enough to buy new clothes,” | 
would rant on and on. 

Nobody could doubt how I felt about 
my husband. I believed as he did and | 
gave myself to him whole soul and body. 
Every woman knows how living close to 
a man can make you do that. how shar- 
ing his accomplishments and ambitions 
can make you do that. I truly loved 
Carl. 


ND EVERY WOMAN knows how 

you can begin to have little personal 
At first. you try to 
ignore it or take care of it yourself. You 


physical troubles. 


try all the remedies your friends suggest 
and you try to keep it a secret from your 
husband. But it gets worse. The days 
become too numerous and the bother 
comes too often and too quickly. You 
just have to see a doctor. 

Helen helped me out again. She told 
me to see a toddling old German doctor 
who would tell me exactly what was the 
best thing to do. He was a fine old gen- 
tleman who didn’t waste my time with a 
lot of useless remedies. He recommended 
that I go into the hospital and he was so 
nice he made all of the arrangements for 
me. 

Carl was very understanding. He 
spared me the embarrassment of explain- 
ing anything. He just wrote out the 
check, 


would miss me and that he would be by 


very businesslike, told me he 


the hospital during the first visiting hour 


after I checked in. There was something 
about the way he handled things that 
took all the fear out of me. I wasn’t the 
least bit nervous when I went into the 
hospital for my minor operation. It was 
all really quite exciting because it broke 
the routine of my empty days. 

They put me in a room with three 
Carl said it would be 


cheaper than a private room and | wasn’t 


other women. 


going to be there long anyway. I agreed © 
with him. 

I saw Dr. White for the first time early 
the morning after I had spent my first 
night in the hospital. Carl had come by 
the night before and brought me two 
magazines. 

“You okay?” he had said, sitting at 
the bedside. 

“They haven't done anything to me 
except examine me,” I explained to him. 
“Maybe tomorrow. I haven’t even seen 
old Doctor Fritz.” which is what we 
called the old German, “but I guess he’ll 
come in tomorrow and we'll get this 
thing over with.” 

We chatted about where Carl could 
find food to eat and his clean shirts, and 
he rushed away to get back to his work. 

I had scarcely awakened the next 
morning when old Doctor Fritz came in 
with Dr. White at his side. He was very 
tall. My doctor looked like an elf beside 
him. His hair was black and silky and 
his skin a suntanned olive. He had huge. 
broad shoulders that stood out like a 
giants in his stiffly starched white uni- 
form. He wasn’t just good looking, he 
was as handsome as any movie star | 
ever laid eyes on. 

When they had finished looking at my 
charts and started to examine me, | 
I had to 
turn my head into the pillow. I couldn't 
bear the thought of a man looking like 
that examining me. 

Later, Doctor Fritz told me | was to 
go to the operating room after lunch and 
when they had both left, the other 
women in the room started chattering 


shuddered in embarrassment. 


like a bunch of magpies. 

They talked about how rich and hand- 
some Dr. White was and how lucky I was 
that he was my doctor. They said he 
was a very good doctor and a very pop- 
ular social lion who was always invited 
They 
talked about him like he was a walking 
god from loveland. 


to the biggest parties in town. 


I found myself giggling like a high 
school girl and (Continued on Page 76) 
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Viewing charcoal nude portrait of her drawn by artist Bill Parks, model Marjorie Zinn seems please| Pos 


results. The job took a total of 12 hours of posing, broken up into four three-hour sessions. has 
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By Marjorie Zinn nud 

p , tist, 

Just what goes on when a girl’s clothes come off in rh 

— ‘ i for. 
rtist’s or photographer’s studio? Lots of people have lots of ideas ‘o 
mort 

itsel 


about nude models, but here’s the low-down from a girl who knows 


























Posing for fashion photography, Marjorie must spend long hours before hot lights. She 
has posed for figure studies, textbooks, safety posters, religious illustrations and others. 


HE BEST REASON for telling this 

story is that practically everybody I 
know has asked me at one time or an- 
other why I model nude. I’ve wasted a 
lot of time telling the story over and over 
again, so I thought if I said it once in 
print, | would be done with it. 

The questions are pretty much the 
same: what do I do when I’m posing 
nude, and what is the reaction of the ar- 
tist, or photographer, or sculptor or who- 
ever it happens to be that I am posing 
for. The questions can sometimes be 
more embarrassing than posing nude 
itself. For instance, not so long ago I 


went to a party with a friend of mine, 
all set to have a very relaxed and com- 
fortable evening. At the party, an ac- 
quaintance of my friend walked up and 
we were introduced. My friend told the 
lady, “Zinn’s a model.” 

The lady answered, “Oh?” 

My friend said, “She’s a nude model.” 

The lady went, “Oh!” 

After that I practically needed a bi- 
cycle to keep out of the woman’s range 
because every time I settled for a minute 
she was plying me with questions about 
my particular trade. 

I don’t believe my telling this story is 





Undergoing surgery to improve her looks, 
Varjorie had nose, mouth, bust changed. 


going to change anybody’s attitude in re- 
gards to nude modeling, because | am of 
the opinion that whatever a person be- 
lieves at the beginning they’re going to 
believe in the end, regardless of what 
someone else tells them. They'll say, 
“All right, sure, she says that models are 
Naturally. she 
Still, | want to 
go on record as telling it like it is. 


sweet, virtuous souls. 


would, she’s a model.” 


| went into nude modeling in the first 
place to make money: it’s as simple as 
that, although that isn’t the only way | 
know of making money. But first of all, 
| was angry. I was a psychiatric nurse 
29 





































before | became a nude model, and as a 
nurse | made a little over a hundred dol- 
I worked in the homes of 
some wealthy people all over the coun- 


lars a week. 


try. A nurse is sort of a servant, actual- 
ly. The fact that a nurse goes to college 
and studies for a degree makes no dif- 
she’s still treated like a cook or 
a maid or a housekeeper. I just got a 
little sick of it. 

Finally, | was asked to pose by some 
people, and the ironic thing about it was 
when | came to pose as a nude model at 


ference, 


a big Chicago hotel, they brought me 
right in with everybody else and we sat 
and had highballs together and 
nobody thought anything of it. This was 


daow! 


as a nude model, in contrast with being 
) nurse. And a nude model doesn’t have 
to have any education whatsoever. It’s 
an excellent thing if she does have it, but 
it’s not required. As I sat there that day, 


Posing in the nude isn’t all play and no work. 





modeling here I am, for better or for 
worse. 

Actually, the experience of modeling 
nude was not new to me, for | had done 
it off and on since 1 was about ten years 
old. I started posing nude in Port-of- 
Spain, Trinidad for students from Chi- 
cago Art Institute, who would come down 
for the summer. I was too stupid then 
to know you were supposed to get paid 
for modeling. The woman | started pos- 
ing for would let me fool around with 
her paints during breaks, and | thought 
that was pay enough for just sitting 
there. Of course, my family didn’t know 
what | was doing, they thought I was off 
playing somewhere. But, | always had a 
yen for making a few connections on my 
own. 

Since I was doing a little painting as 
a child, this woman told me about the 
Art Institute in Chicago, and said if I 


In fact, 


its practically the reverse, except for those girls who 


use the term ‘model’ to hide their real occupation 


| became very angry realizing that this 
same group of people with whom I was 
talking and drinking would shut me off 
in a back room somewhere if I came to 
work in their home. I would be ordered 
about and paid my small remuneration 
each week for my troubles and if I got 
out of line the least bit they’d be ready 
to toss 


me out. 

On the other hand, a model is entitled 
to be sweet, temperamental, moody, nice, 
emotional or anything else she wants to 
be. Whatever she is, that’s the type of 
model she is, and maybe she sells because 
she is a pain in the neck, but no nurse 
could ever get away with it. So I said: 
what the heck, why should I bother, 
working Saturdays, Sundays, holidays, 
sometimes twelve hours a day under con- 
ditions often unsavory, coming into con- 
tact with all kinds of disease germs and 
being antagonized by people when I 
didn’t 


maximum 


have to. As a nurse I made a 
of about a hundred and 
twenty-seven dollars a week. As a model 
| can make anywhere from nothing to a 


mink coat in a week. So, I decided: nude 
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ever came to Chicago to look her up. 
Ten years later, I did. I posed privately 
for her group, which was affiliated with 
the Southside Community Art Center at 
that time. 


Actually, I guess I was always inter- 
ested in painting and modeling, but | 
couldn’t go into the field as a commer- 
cial or fashion illustrator, as | would like 
to have done, because my parents warned 
me that artists died young in dark dens 
and were very poor when they did die, 
and that the thing for me to do was to 
study nursing. I never wanted to study 
nursing, but I suppose every mother 
thinks of her daughter as a sweet little 
thing in a white uniform, traipsing 
around handing out pills. Maybe it’s be- 
cause white represents purity, but any- 
way, the nursing profession gets pushed 
at many girls. 

I suppose I started modeling ear- 
lier than most girls, because the law re- 
quires that you be eighteen before you 
begin doing nude modeling. I was lucky 
enough to get a baptismal statement say- 
ing 1 was eighteen when | was fifteen, 


but | think the law is a little more strict 
about those things nowadays. 

| was on my way really from the day 
in a high school advanced art class when 
it was decided that it would be better to 
have live models and the instructor asked 
me if | would be interested in doing it. 
I didn’t want to at first, because I wanted 
to paint. But the class began to applaud 
and, being the vain creature that I am, | 
couldn’t refuse since they were being so 
gracious about it. I decided to take to 
the podium, and I’ve been on the podium 
practically ever since. 

Of course, the high school posing was 
done in leotards and West Indian garb 
and things of that sort. But one of the 
students in the class was connected with 
an art center, and he asked me if I’d like 
to pose nude for a class. I told him 
“Could be.” Then he told me how much 
I would be paid, so I said, “Why, sure.” 

So I went down to a department store, 
equipped myself with a robe and some 
slippers and took off on my nude model- 
ing career. Of course, I was rather clumsy 
that first time, standing there looking 
like a babe in the woods and ready to run 
if anybody had gotten close to the stand. 
But it all worked out. 

As a result of my work, posing before 
the students, I later began posing for the 
instructors, and then for other artists. 
This was all part-time and very hush- 
hush then, because nobody in my family 
knew that I was posing nude. | was 
working at it about ten hours a week at 
the most. 

When I decided to give up nursing to 
become a model, an artist friend sug- 
gested that I start full time at the Art 
Institute, which I did after a stint of Sat- 
urday bookings and replacing a model, 
who got sick or something, getting more 
experience. Believe me, modeling before 
a friendly group and modeling before a 
group that doesn’t know you from Eve 
is not the same thing. 

For one thing, when you’re posing be- 
fore friends and you strike a pose that is 
quite strenuous—as you are likely to do 
as a beginner—they will let you break 
the pose frequently to rest. But when 
you re posing under contract for a busi- 
ness organization that has a certain 
amount of work to do in a given time, 
they don’t have time for you to start a 
pose and then decide that you have a 
cramp in your leg and can’t finish. It 
takes two or three months of part-time 
professional modeling to find out what 














SERRE — 





you ¢ 
that ti 
too— 
to dre 


there 
ing fo 
artist. 
area 
you ¢ 
build 
alter t 
and th 
for a) 
fect, | 








id 


_—— Se ee 


_—- hl Or hh eo = Oo 























we 


A & 


Glamour photos are also part of job of model Marjorie Zinn. She finds posing for photographers more demanding than 


posing for artists, who can handle flaws in figure easier than cameraman. 


vou can do and what you can’t do. By 
that time, the people you work for know. 
too—they know whether to keep you or 
to drop you. 

Another thing you soon learn is that 
there is a great difference between pos- 
ing for a photographer and posing for an 
artist. When posing for an artist, if you 
are a little fat, he can slim you down, or 
you can be too thin and the artist can 
build you up, or you can get tired and 
alter the pose between the time you start 
and the time you finish. But when posing 
for a photographer you've got to be per- 
fect, beginning and end. And if your 


figure isn’t what it’s supposed to be, then 
you had better stay at home, because the 
cameraman can’t photograph fat off or 
photograph it on. Besides, a photogra- 
pher expects a lot more from a model 
than does an artist, for with an artist 
you might do one pose for an hour 
whereas a photographer might ask you 
to take fifty poses in an hour, or fifty 
versions of the same pose. 

One question that naturally arises 
about the work of a nude model is: just 
how much legitimate work is there avail- 
able for a Negro nude model? Can she 
really make a living doing that—on the 


She gets few passes from either, she reports. 


up-and-up—and nothing else? Most peo- 
ple seem to think that being a nude model 
means posing for lewd pictures for men 
to hang up somewhere. Actually, a model 
might work nude for pictures to be used 
from everything from a man’s magazine 
to a religious layout. For instance, J. 
Alexander Jacobson, one of the well 
known Chicago artists whom I have 
posed for, does religious murals. Many 
pictures of angels, for example, don’t 
show them in chemises or long white 
robes. Many of the biblical and fine art 
type pictures are nudes. Many other 
art illustrations (Continued on Page 70) 
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“I agree that this is a family matter,” I told 

Harold’s mother. “And I think you ought “ 

to know that I intend to marry your son.” i 
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| had led Harold by the hand all the way, from struggling 
through school to a place of influence in the community. 
And now that he was at the top, he was ready to cast me aside 
for the first young hussy that came along to entice him 


GAVE my husband a cold stare and 

spat the words at him: “You’ve 
cheated on me once too often, Harold. 
This time I’m not going to be sweet and 
forgiving and say I'll trust you all over 
again. This time you’re going to pay and 
pay and pay. You'll be sorry you ever 
saw me, and sorrier still that you two- 
timed and double-crossed me.” 

He just put on his hat, gave me a 
funny look and started out the door. For 
just a moment he turned back to me. 
“We'll see. Gladys,” he said softly and 
then was gone. 

[ turned on my heels and swore under 
my breath as I walked back into the 
kitchen. Yes, we would see. He was a clay 
pigeon, all set up to be destroyed. And I 
was just the woman who could do it. 
After all, hadn’t | made him what he 
was? And he had the nerve to betray me. 

As my mind wandered back to the way 
our marriage was wrecked by Harold’s 
deceit, | wondered how I’d been able to 
string along for so long a time. And it 
was heartbreaking to realize that not so 
many years ago things were different . . . 

I was what snooty people called a “no- 
body” when I first met Harold Morris. 
I came from a family on the wrong side 
of the tracks; a family of not enough 
parents and too many children; a family 
_ that didn’t have time or capacity for love 
_ and kindness, except among the children 
themselves. I guess we just had to hold 
' on to each other. Our father died when 
the oldest of the children was fifteen and 
our mother faced life with a bottle of 
_ cheap whisky down on the floor by her 
bed. 

Thanks to two older sisters who 
| couldn’t afford the luxury of finishing 
_ high school or going to college. I got 
a pretty good education and a librarian’s 
job for the city. I suppose I should have 
_ been grateful to be so lucky, but I was 
anything but happy when Harold Morris. 
a keen young law student, walked into 
my life. 

If I had been one of those girls always 
on the alert for handsome fellows, I 
wouldn’t have given Harold a second 
look when he approached my desk in the 
graveyard-quiet of the big library read- 
ing room. Certainly, the earnest-looking 


young man in the neat grey slacks and 
college-type sweater wouldn’t have won 
any Mr. America contests. But the min- 
ute the bright brown eyes levelled into 
mine, | became uneasily aware of a shy 
kind of charm unusual in men. 

He wanted help in locating some refer- 
ence books for a paper he had to prepare. 
Service was the library’s credo but, with- 
out being too conscious of it at first, I 
found myself going much out of my way 
to accommodate Harold. He seemed so 
tremendously appreciative of my efforts. 

“You've really fixed me up swell,” he 
told me as I laid the last of a stack of 
books in front of him. “I don’t know 
quite how to thank you.” 

I smiled my official librarian smile. 

“It’s only what we’re supposed to do 
for the public,” I answered with studied 
modesty. 

“Oh, no,” he insisted. “You've done 
more for me than you had to. I’ve been 
in this library before. Of course. they ve 
always been nice, but never so nice as 
you. You’re new here, aren't you?” 

I told him Id started a couple of 
weeks earlier. He seemed inclined to de- 
velop the conversation further, but I 
glanced nervously through a glass over 
at the desk of the stern, tight-lipped chief 
librarian. I knew she didn’t take kindly 
to prolonged conversations. 

“I'd better get back to my desk now,” 
I told him. “If there’s anything else you 
need, just let me know.” 

Back at my desk, I found it disturb- 
ingly difficult to settle down to my filing 
work. The young man was working at a 
long table directly opposite me, making 
notes from some of the volumes that 
couldn’t be taken out. I didn’t see how he 
was able to get much done because every- 
time I glanced up, he was looking with 
deep concentration in my direction. But 
he showed embarrassment every time | 
caught him staring. 

Obviously, Harold’s interest in me 
slowed him down, for he was back at the 
library three days in a row, completing 
his note-taking. After the first day, he 
had very little to say to me, merely giving 
me that terribly attractive, shy grin of 
his and making some tame comment 
about the weather. But the staring—in 


between taking notes—went on. 

The fourth day he came over to my 
desk a few minutes before closing time. 
“I’m almost finished. Just a few more 
minutes work to do.” he said, almost 
regretfully. “I just wanted to thank you 
again.” 

“You are, without a doubt, one of the 
most grateful people I know,” I told him 
teasingly. “But really, I was only too 
glad to help.” 

He nodded, seemed at a loss for words, 
turned awkwardly away, then suddenly 
whirled around and blurted out: “TI feel 
a little foolish not knowing your name. 
Mine is Harold Morris.” 

“And I’m Gladys Hill,” I replied, en- 
joying his discomfiture and wondering 
just how many nice, unsophisticated 
men of his age there were left. But I 
began to doubt my theory about his lack 
of sophistication a minute later however. 

“[ should be finishing up just about 
closing time,” he volunteered. “If your 
boy friend or husband isn’t meeting you, 
could I give you a lift?” 

I thought it was awfully cute the way 
he was asking if I had a boy friend or 
husband—without really asking. 

“It’s a little irregular to accept lifts 
from the customers,” I teased. “But if 
vou ll leave before I do I'll meet you in 
front of the corner drug store.” 

Before driving me home in his respect- 
able old Chevvy, Harold insisted on buy- 
ing me a double-decker chocolate ice 
cream sundae in the drug store, where we 
sat and talked for an hour. Harold took 
me into his confidence as if he hadn’t 
just met me four days ago. He was the 
only son of a widowed mother. obviously 
in fairly good circumstances, who was 
living only to see him get his law degree. 
It seemed that his father and father’s 
father before him had all been lawyers. 
I gathered without his really coming out 
and telling me that he was pretty smart 
in his studies but not particularly im- 
pressed with the prospects of a law 
career. 

“Maybe lawyers do a lot of good for 
people,” he told me seriously. “But some- 
how I feel as though I was cut out to be 
in some other field where I could do a 
lot more and not have the idea of making 
money as my god.” 

“Money isn’t exactly repulsive,” I 
cracked. I liked joking with somber 
Harold because of the way he looked at 
me so seriously, (Continued on Page 58) 
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FOR SALE 


I should have realized what Nicky was before I married him. 


He was too good looking. too smooth-talking to be anything 


but a woman’s pet. Well, two could play that game 





N ALL THIS WORLD there never was a man like Nicky. | knew that the 
moment | looked up into those laughing brown eyes and heard my 
friend, Amy, say, “Chris, this is Nicky Blair. His hobby is collecting hearts.” 


“How fascinating!” I said, feeling my hand go moist in his strong grasp. 
“Tell me, Mr. Blair, do you stuff and mount them, or preserve them in 
alcohol?” 

Nicky smiled, and it was like the sun breaking through an overcast, or 
like a spotlight flooding a piece of scenery. It was a smile that could charm 
the birds out of the trees. It was a million dollar smile in more ways than one. 

“Amy makes me sound like a vampire or a werewolf,” he said, “but 
really, Chris, ’'m harmless.” 

“Well don’t say I didn’t warn you,” Amy said as she left us together. 

But she was wasting her breath. | was a goner. From that night on, 
life ceased to have any meaning for me outside Nicky. 

Nicky was an artist and that explained a lot about him. He never seemed 
to work very hard at it, but he always had plenty of money to spend. He 
dressed tastefully and expensively. And he entertained me like a queen. He 
knew everyone and all the interesting places to go. 

Once, I ventured a question about the amount of money he tossed around. 
I wondered if he shouldn’t be thinking more of the future—a future | 
secretly hoped to share with him. But Nicky only laughed that gay, in- 
fectious laugh of his and said, “Worrying about things like that will give 
you wrinkles. Money was made to be spent on beautiful women like you.” 

A husky note crept into his voice as he talked, strangely exciting me. His 
soothing voice and the urgent desire to be in his arms chased away any 
fears | had. And when he guided me gently onto (Continued on Page 51) 








Marry Jud? Angie must have been out of her mind to sug- 


gest such a thing. He was the last man on earth that I would 


marry—and I wasn’t in any hurry to get to the others, either 


OVE IS very close to hate, Sally” my 

best friend Angie said. “Sometimes 

a woman can get them mixed up in her 

own mind and actually love a man at the 

same time she’s talking about how much 
she hates him.” 

My nephew Johnny poked his head 
through the kitchen door. “That’s silly!” 
he piped up. “How can you love some- 
body and hate ‘em too?” 

I scowled in mock anger and clapped 
my hands together. “You scoot right out 
of here, young man! You know better 
than to stick your nose in when grown- 
ups are talking.” 

He gave me an impish grin and quick- 
ly shut the screen door. “He's getting a 
little too fresh,” I said to Angie. “But 
he’s a good boy at heart.” 

Angie nodded and sipped her coffee. 
“A boy needs his father,” she said. 

“Well. he’s got his father now.” I 
snapped, unable to hide my annoyance. 
“| just hope the poor little fellow will be 
all right. And I hope Jud will be patient 
with him.” 


Angie set down her cup. “As I was 


saying before we were interrupted—why 
don't you go ahead and marry Jud? 
Then Johnny would have a father and 
a mother.” 

**Marry Jud?’’ My voice fairly 
screeched with indignation. “Me marry 
that bone-headed, muscle-bound. 
conceited—” 

He's a man.” Angie said dryly. 

“He's the man who killed my sister.” 

“Oh, stop it. Sally!” she said sharply. 
“Reba died when Johnny was born. It 
wasnt Jud’s fault.” 

I said nothing. | just sat there nursing 
my hatred of Jud Wayman and remem- 
bering how gay and full of life my sister 
had been before he came along. Why try 
to explain to anybody? Especially to 
\ngie. whose figure bulged awkwardly 
from another pregnancy. She was so 
blinded by the so-called glamour and ro- 
mance of marriage that she had lost three 
babies and was still trving to present her 
husband, Sid. with a son. 

Actually, all she was doing was trying 
to feed his male ego. no matter how 
great the danger to her own life! Her 
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next bitter 
thoughts. “You’re in love with Jud and 
u’re too darn stubborn to admit it! 


words broke into my 


That’s your trouble.” she said. 
I’m in love with nobody, and I'll stay 
hat way,” I insisted. “Don’t you know 
us librarians?” I added with a 
laugh. “We're just like old-fash- 
d schoolteachers—doomed to be old 


ngie snifled to show her disagree- 


then pulled herself out of her chair 
| waddled to the kitchen door. 
Come on, Johnny,” she called. “Time 
yu to go to your father’s.” 
| gathered up the dirty dishes and de- 
ted them in the sink. “Thanks for 
ng Johnny these past two weeks,” I 
eratefully. “Thanks for everything. 


he dismissed my thanks with a wave 
hand. There was no need for 
is between us. She understood. Angie 
tood by me when Dad and | went 
ourt to get custody of Johnny after 
ster’s death, even though she felt in 
heart that the boy belonged with his 
father. She and Sid loved children so 
uch that she had gladly cared for him 
| was at work the four years 
y had lived with Dad and me. 
Then, after Dad died and I was forced 
ive up the boy. Angie kept him until 
the funeral. Now, because there was 
man in the family, I was taking 
ny to his father: to Jud Wayman, 
an I hated. 
| had to admit there was more 
pure hate to my feeling about Jud. 
Angie right? Was it love? No. | 
led, it couldn’t be. I despised him. 
a fool to love him after the mys- 
way he and Reba had gone 
ugh with their marriage, not letting 
ne know until days afterward. 
was right after that that Reba with- 
from me, although we had always 
lose. She was two years older than 
jut we shared everything. I'd sit en- 
ed while Reba would tell me about 
lates, where they went, what they 
Sometimes I'd lay awake in bed 
she came home, just to hear her 
be her evening out. But when Jud 
into her life, Reba stopped con- 
in me. That’s why I didn’t even 
that she and Jud were thinking 
narriage. 
[ knew that Jud, the lanky basketball 
star Reba’s class, was fascinated by 
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her. But then, so were all the other fel- 
lows who hung around her. Reba could 
no more help attracting admirers than 
the sun can help shining. That’s the kind 
of person she was. With her perfect fig- 
ure, finely chiseled features and flawless 
bronze complexion, she was everything | 
was not. 

I was the quiet, mousy type. although 
Reba always insisted that with a little 
fixing up I’d be as beautiful as she. But 
I didn’t believe her and | didn’t even try 
to match her gaiety and loveliness. | was 
content to sit on the sidelines and watch 
the parade of handsome young men com- 
peting for my big sister’s favor. 

At first, I liked Jud. I could tell right 
away that he was different from the 
others. Actually, he started coming to the 
house because of Dad. Jud was a lawyer 
just starting out and Dad often let him 
use his law books. Jud was so studious 
that he didn’t pay much attention to 
Reba. That got her interested in him, and 
for the first time in her life, my sister 
practically ran after a man. 

“Pll get Jud Wayman to look at me if 
I have to burn every book in Dad’s li- 
brary!” she vowed. And when Reba went 
after something, she got it. Jud would 
have had to be made of stone not to fall. 
Yet, even after they started going to- 
gether, it seemed that for some reason 
Jud was holding back. 

I remember how Reba would return 
from dates with Jud, angrily vowing 
never to see him again. But she would 
never tell me what he said or did to upset 
her so. Finally, they were married and 
at last Reba seemed satisfied. “I just 
backed him into a corner and he couldn’t 
escape,” she laughingly explained. 

The house was dull and empty after 
she left, but she seemed so radiant that 
I couldn’t begrudge her the happiness 
she had. I even forgave her for not tell- 
ing me she was going to be married. It 
lasted almost a year: she had ten months 
of married happiness. to be exact. Then 
Reba left Jud, and nobody could under- 
stand it because she was pregnant at the 
time. She came back home to stay, al- 
most out of her mind with worry. 

I was sure that Jud had done some- 
thing awful to my sister, and | guess 
that’s when the first seeds of hate sprang 
up. But Reba was also afraid of her com- 
ing ordeal and she spoke bitterly about 
the way men use love for their own self- 
ish purposes, then leave women to face 


the consequences. | wasn’t sure what she 
meant, but I did know that if a person 
like Jud could turn out to be a heartless — 
beast then there wasn’t much hope for 
other men. 

Both Dad and | waited for Jud to give 
his side of the story, but the few times he 
came to see Reba he left without a word, 
his jaw set in a grim line. As time for 
Reba’s confinement approached, she was 
practically paralyzed with fear. Angie 
had just lost her first baby and almost 
died in the process. and that only added 
to Reba’s terror. 

The night Johnny was born. Reba 


died. Life was not the same afterward. 


UT EVEN with Reba dead. | could 

not say that my feeling towards 
Jud was pure hate. | remember him at 
the funeral. | saw him through a veil of 
tears, hatless and alone, standing on one 
side of the open grave while Dad and | 
stood on the opposite side, surrounded 
by our friends. Jud’s eyes met mine 
briefly, and in that instant my leaden 
heart leaped alive and set up a thunder- 
ous roar in my ears. I closed my eyes 
and swayed against Dad. “We must be 
brave, Sally,” he whispered. 

When I opened my eyes, Jud was strid- 
ing. tall and erect, to his car. If he was 7 
aware that he bore the blame for Reba’s 
death on his broad shoulders, he gave no _ 
sign. Then he was gone, and I was 
ashamed of that fleeting moment when 
my heart cried out to him. It was wrong, 7 
Sinful! 

| buried that emotion under a hatred | 
so strong that it took in all men. I de 
voted my time to the library and to civic 
affairs. My personal life was built around 
my father and my sister’s child. I poured | 
out all my love and affection on them. — 
There was no room in my life for the ~ 
young men in town who tried to date me 
or escort me to church on Sundays. 

One of the few times I allowed myself 
to be coaxed into going out with a fellow 
was to the annual spring dance for the 
benefit of the library. Ted Waters, an 
old schoolmate who taught printing at 
the high school, caught me off guard one 
day and before I knew it I'd promised to 
go to the dance with him. 

Afterwards, I realized I couldn't go 
through with it. Ted was nice enough, 
as far as that was concerned, but he was 
a man and that was enough to arouse 
the hatred I'd (Continued on Page 73) — 
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Rehearsing offstage, Tony Curtis (r.) plays trumpet for movie 
role as Buddy Collette coaches on flute. Collette is accompanist 
on recordings for Frank Sinatra, who does not sing in film. 


Discussing problems of interracial relations, Kings Go Forth 
producer Frank Ross (l.) chats on movie set with Lee Meri- 
wether (c.) and Wesley Brazier, of Los Angeles Urban League. 


FRANK SINATRA’S BLOW AT BIGOTRY... 


Along-time foe of racial bias, 
‘erooner-actor strikes new 


blow against bigotry in lat- 


est movie, ‘Kings Go Forth’ 


By Malcolm Morris 


SCRAWNY. almost emaciated little 


man with sunken eyes and a nervous 


a 
manner has through an almost miracu- 
lous comeback boosted himself within a 
few short years from the strange shadows 
of a recession in his curious career to the 
preeminent position of top performer in 
the pop singing field, one of the highest 
paid and most sought after major movie 
actors and probably the most colorful 
and controversial personality of his pro- 
Hession. His name: Frank Sinatra. It is 
sa name that is charged with glamour and 
fomance and causes millions of U. S. fe- 
ales to shudder and swoon with a 
Strange delight. 
p Sinatra was big fifteen years ago, but 
“Mainly on the strength of his unique 
singing style based on jazz influences to 


which he had been exposed. like Billie 
Holiday and the late jazz trombonist 
Tommy Dorsey. Today. his great emi- 
nence is founded on a combination of 
superb singing performances and a series 
of acting triumphs in movies that estab- 
lished him as an exciting star in the 
medium of drama. His first love is sing- 
ing. and he has said that despite the 
awesome lure of massive money from 
acting in films. he will never abandon it, 
or even relegate it to a secondary place 
in his staggeringly busy and complex 
life. ““ 


not long ago. “I love to sing. I am an 


I am a singer primarily.” he said 


entertainer who enjoys entertaining and 
I intend to keep on singing.” 

The fantastic upsurge in Sinatra’s pop- 
ularity really started with his portrayal 
of the role of Maggio, the cocky aggres- 
sive GI whose tragic end was one of the 
most moving moments of the highly suc- 
cessful picture From Here To Eternity. 
When it became obvious that his film 
debut was a stunning triumph and that 
he had the capacity to act, a new rich 
phase in his career began and he began 
to explore the almost endless possibilities 
of a cinematic art as an outlet for his 


enormous energies and multi-faceted tal- 
ent. For a number of reasons, Sinatra 
was delighted with the warm reception 
accorded his first film performance. Fi- 
nancially his income has rocketed to un- 
believable heights, artistically, acting has 
given him a new kind of satisfaction. 

like 


formers to huge audiences more quickly 


Movies. television, expose per- 
and with greater impact than any other 
of the communications media. Sinatra 
knows this from his own experience and 
is also aware of the immense monetary 
rewards being paid by both these medias. 
Accordingly he has devoted increasing 
time to working on pictures and to his 
weekly television show. 

As a film actor his skill has grown 
tremendously and he has demonstrated 
an uncanny grasp of the commercial 
values of film properties. In a variety of 
movie roles he has given evidence of ver- 
satility and sensitivity. Not all of his 
movie performances have been of the 
highest quality but the over-all impres- 
sion is of a finely-wrought talent that 
requires a good script, perceptive, force- 
ful direction and above all the kind of 
role that Sinatra personally feels and 








Kings Go Forth’ stars Sinatra, Tony Curtis, Natalie Wood 
dramatic story of two white Gls in love with half-Negro 
rl and their reactions when they learn her true identity 


has a desire to portray. 
From Here To Eternity he was a 
omic but believable Maggio; in 
wy he was cynical but likeable as 
Wilson; in Suddenly he sent shiv- 
lown the spine as a homicidal type 
ent on killing the President of the 
| States; in Johnny Concho a not- 
d Western, he was not at all im- 
as a cowardly gun slinger who 
| guts in a crisis. All of these roles 
| different challenges to the Sinatra 
jality and made varied demands on 
juipment as an actor. He has shown 
possesses the techniques and re- 
to handle many types of roles. 
has yet to display an ability to 
tely erase his own personality and 
it with a characterization created 
for this 


Sinatra’s approach to acting is 


eone else. The reason 
personal, and he sees every role 
rojection of himself. One writer 
ted. “The major element in Frank's 
ful portrayal is how close the role 
s to his personality.” This is true. 
atra has practically admitted it. 
vehicle. 


latest Sinatra film 


Go Forth scheduled for July re- 


ine 


t P a 


lease by United Artists, the virile little 
man from Hobokum, N. J., at last has a 
role that socially and in terms of its 
meaning comes closest to reflecting the 
way he thinks as an individual about 
human beings and the nature of democ- 
racy. When he read Merle Miller’s script 
based on Joe David Brown’s novel which 
deals with a curious love triangle involv- 
ing two American soldiers and a French 
girl during World War II, Sinatra con- 
fesses he was deeply touched by its sen- 
sitive and tasteful treatment of the issue 
of interracial love. One reading of the 
script convinced him that he wanted to 
play the part of Lieut. Sam Loggins and 
that he would consider it a privilege to 
do it. 
Directed 
(Broken Arrow, Four: Ten To 


by distinguished Delmer 
Daves 
Yuma) and produced by vigorous and 
imaginative Frank Ross, Kings Go Forth 
is a warm love story, set in southern 
France during the closing months of 


World War Il. It tells of a 


love for her daughter, the girl’s love for 


woman s 


a man. and especially another man’s 
love for the girl. Frank Sinatra is Sam 


Loggins. the (Continued on Page 81) 
Be ; 








a 


on United Artists set of Kimgs Go Forth by admirers, Natalie W aod (2d from r.) 
lays half-Negro girl in film, talks with Michele Lomax, Mildred and Marjorie 
to r.). At right, Natalie plays love scene with film’s co-star, Tony Curtis. 








UTDOOR ENTHUSIASTS are in 

for a lot of pleasant living as the 
warm, lazy days of summer unfold into 
hot. sun-bright afternoons that send 
families rushing to beaches, backyards 
and swimming pools. The exciting days 
of summer fun have begun, and parks, 
playgrounds and picnic spots are over- 
flowing with vacationers trying their 
best to make every minute of freedom 
count. Lazy days quickly turn into days 
of bustling activity when social calen- 
dars become filled with events that keep 
you going from daylight to dusk. Play- 
clothes are a necessity for such summer 
frolics, and TAN’s fashion pages have a 


glamorous array of fun clothes in the 
latest styles, for your summer wardrobe. 
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O INSURE CAREFREE FUN. a complete wardrobe of 

playclothes to span a variety of summer activities is essential. 
With the advent of warmer days. more time is spent in the sun, and 
rough-and-tumble clothes become doubly important. In selecting 
playclothes for your wardrobe, every item should have all 
the qualities of excellent style. beautiful design, and above all, 


SUMMER PLAY 


practical worth and durability. Keep in mind your own 
particular figure faults and what looks best on you. Some have 
the figure for shorts and skirts, others look neater in 
longer, less revealing pants. The fine art of “inter. 
changeability” should not be overlooked either. for sum- 
mer is the time when separates come into their own, 
Tops and bottoms can be mix-matched and a few 

key items can be stretched into a dozen or more 


investment you can make, for home sewing is 
economical. TAN’s playelothes are made from 
Advance Patterns. See order blank on Page 51. 
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Play outfit has long shorts and boxy, solid color 

shirt with contrasting striped pockets and trim. 

Pattern No. 8609; sizes 10-20; 50¢. Second outfit has 

overblouse with side ties and pockets, ‘to be worn 

with contrasting polka dot pants. Pattern No. 7949: 
Sizes 11-15 and 12-18; price 356. 
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Brief, boxy coat can be worn over shorts 
or swim suit as an important separate 
item for summer playclothes. Brightly 
colored coat in floral print has large 
sailor collar and patch pockets. Pattern 
No, 8636 ; sizes 10-18 ; 506. 








HAMBURGER ROLLUPS 
ike delectable hamburger rollups with bacon, blend together | lb. finely ground 
| medium-sized grated onion, 14 cup tomato catsup, 4 cup bread crumbs, | tsp. 
i seasoning, salt and pepper to taste, | tbsp. Worcestershire sauce. When well 
i led, roll into eblongs to resemble plump frankfurters and wrap with a strip of bacon. 
»ver het coals and serve in hamburger buns, with baked beans, or your favorite 
outdoor dishes. 


% 








STUFFED FRANKFURTERS 
Teen-agers will love frankfurters stuffed 
with mustard and piccalilli, topped with 
bread crumbs and grated cheese. They may 
be baked or broiled, and served hot with 
relishes and cool drinks. Another treat is to 
stuff the frankfurters with spicy applesauce. 
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PATIO SNACKS 
For snacks on a hot night, the family wilt 
enjoy piping hot corn-on-the-cob, rolled in 
melted butter, plenty of cold cuts in a wide 
assortment, tomatoes stuffed with egg 
salad, and refreshing cool drinks. 








No matter how staid the food, there is 
always a bit of room for new ideas that 





are being shown to homemakers every 


2) 


day. It is fun to see how many surprising 
things can be prepared by you if you 
really want to. The wonderful new grills 
which are offered for porch and patio 
will do a superb job in helping to make 


this summer one to remember. especially 
when you prepare special foods that have 
the ontdoor flavor. TAN has selected 4 
few new ideas to offer you a new twist lo 
old foods, and we have many more ideas 





that are yours for the asking. 








HAWAIIAN SUMMER SUPPER 
The magic appeal of eating outdoors makes appetites mount. and the food taste better than 
ever, especially if it’s a lavish Hawaiian or Calypso party for company. Chicken takes on a 
sparkling new personality when it is crisply fried and seasoned with a dash of paprika and 
curry, then served with a rich, spicy gravy perked with pineapple and curry. Before the chicken 
is placed on a large platter which is garnished with chicory or parsley, dip about half of it in 
the gravy and simmer 5-6 minutes. Set aside the remaining pieces for those who prefer their 
chicken crisp. To keep up with the calypso beat, another favorite dish of the islands is French 
fried sweet potatoes, sauteed in golden butter, then rolled in finely granulated sugar. No 
party is complete without something to drink, and to make your Hawaiian fling a success, serve 
a delicious fruited tea, using limes, lemons, oranges and crushed mint. 
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»mjortable chairs in new circular shape have bright-colored 
vebbing of yellow, turquoise, white and pink shot through with 
Tea cart can be used indoors. Furniture by Lawnlite. 


PATIO FURNITURE 
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| EISURELY LIVING can be just as attractive as it is comfort- 
ible, whether it takes place on a wide, spacious patio in sunny 
fornia, a tiny back porch in Lowa, or a few feet of lawn in New 

lhe secret lies in the selection of furniture that suits the 


Outdoor living is becoming increasingly more popular as the 
ly takes to the open for entertaining, dining and relaxing. For 
lesome enjoyment, the place where you sit or lounge becomes 
nportant one. This makes outdoor furniture the focal point of 
umber of summer activities. To begin with, it should be light. 

it and attractive. easy to maintain and care for, and readily 


uminum furniture, because it meets these requirements and 

more, is the ideal type of outdoor furniture that will with- 
| the rough treatment of summer sun and lazy loungers. It is 
erately inexpensive with colors ranging from greens, reds and 
ws. to clear blues and pinks. Something entirely new and dif- 
t is created when metallic threads are combined with color for 


ke anything else that has a harmonious, go-together look, lawn 
ture has to be chosen with care. Keep in mind the over-all 
ior decorating scheme and select furniture that compliments 
lor of your house or matches the tones of roof or shutters. 
:inum furniture fits into leisure living quite easily with either 
ual or elegant background. All you need is a little imagination 
desire to enjoy a summer full of lazy, relaxing days. TAN’s 
inum furniture is shown through the courtesy of Aluminum 












A “fresh-air” living room takes on new elegance with informa 
grouping of lightweight silver and gold anodized aluminum furni- 
ture. Table and chairs provide dining space. Furniture by Bunting. 





Take the party outside with a picturesque setting of roman- 
tic furniture for the background. Have plenty seating space 


jor lazy revelers. Furniture by Airlite Aluminum Corp. 


























For backyard fun, a folding chaise of aluminum will make 
summertime relaxing the perfect pastime. When lounging 


Vincent-McCall. 
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Your Child’s Throat 
Is A Danger Zone 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


HAD JUST finished examining four- 


year-old Tony Hopkins, a_ lively 
youngster with flashing brown eyes: and 
an enchanting smile. His mother looked 
at me, questioningly, as I left her and 
the nurse to dress Tony. No wonder. | 
had called and asked her to bring the 
child in for a new check-up. He had 
recently had a severe cold and the throat 
culture we had taken at the time indi- 
cated that streptococci germs were pres- 
ent. We don't ever take chances with a 
strep infection. Naturally, Mrs. Hopkins 
was concerned about my findings. 

When she joined me at my desk | 
hastened to put her at ease by assuring 
her that Tony was in fine shape. Then 
she asked: “Doctor, what is the connec- 
tion between a strep throat and rheu- 
matic-fever ’ 

“Usually.” | answered. “when an at- 
tack of rheumatic fever occurs. it comes 
two or three weeks following a strep 
throat. Although sore throats are fairly 
common in winter and spring. it is up to 
the parents to recognize the danger sig- 
nals that set an ordinary sore throat 
apart from a strep throat and get the 
child to a physician in time. Too often 
the child is dosed with home remedies, 
and the strep lies dormant only to pop 
up more virulent than ever. Fortunately 
the new drugs we have do a good job of 
knocking out strep infections quickly. 

“But what can be done for the child if 
he does get this horrible disease.” Mrs. 
Hopkins wanted to know. 

“Prompt and sufficient medication 
tend to reduce the severity of the disease, 
authorities feel.”’ | answered. “However, 
even with our present knowledge of 
theumatic fever, our best bet lies in not 
catching it. In other words, recognize 
the symptoms of a strep sore throat 
which is the most common forerunner 
of rheumatic fever. These are: swollen 
glands under the angle of the jaw: a 
temperature from 101-104: headache. 
nausea and difficulty in swallowing.” 

Although few children exhibit all of 
these symptoms at the same time, any of 
them should be brought to the attention 
of a physician as soon as possible. 





TEEN-AGE SKIN TROUBLES 


dit NADINOLA holp | 


Doctors say there are twice as many 
tiny oil glands in the face as in any 
other part of the body. And they help 
to cause many complexion troubles 
among teen-agers—like big pores, 
blackheads and other externally 
caused blemishes. Not to mention 
that greasy, shiny look that is so 
unpleasant. 


Chase away those bad-com- 
plexion blues! Don’t let an unhappy 
skin make you miss out on dates and 
parties. You can do something about 
it and it’s easy! Just use NADINOLA 
Deluxe Bleaching Cream daily, 
according to directions. NADINOLA 
Deluxe reduces over-oiliness 
fast. It is greaseless, antiseptic 

and gently astringent. 


DELUXE BLEACHING CREAN 


Nadinola contains wonder-work- 
ing A-M! This remarkable, medi- 
cated, complexion-clearing ingredient 
penetrates the pores—works deep 
down within the skin to cleanse and 
clear, smooth and soften, brighten 
and lighten. You’ll find that nothing — 
no, nothing—will improve your com- 
plexion so many ways as NADINOLA! 


And Nadinola’s results are guar- 
anteed or money back. Buy a jar 
right away at your favorite cos- 
metics counter. You’ll be delighted! 
NADINOLA, Paris, Tenn. 


Full treatment size jar 75¢ 
Family size jar $1.25 
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Look at Your Hair... Everybody Else Does! 
GRAY 


DULL or FADED 


i 
\ 


HAIR 
Sir DYED 


FOREVER! 


W here dyed the famous LADY LENNOX 
vay! Only new hair growing out needs 


touching up at scalp line. Don’t let gray or 
lingy 
iall 


hair hold you back in work, or so- 
when any man or woman may look 





ears younger and more attractive with 
roven Lady Lennox Hair Coloring. 
OVER 7,000,000 PACKAGES USED! 
ist brush Lady Lennox through hair. Will 
10t rub, wash or wear off. Doesn’t cause 
tleness — no dull, artificial look. Money 
bac “i guarantee. None better! World’s Larg- 
est Seller at Only G0c plus tax. At all drug 
ounters, or TWO bottles sent postpaid for 
$1.00 plus 10c tax (or C.O.D. for total of 


$1.55 Black © Jet Black ¢ Dark Brown 


_HAIR/COLORING 








| LADY LENNOX CO., Dept.CT 
Box 2027, Memphis, Tenn. 


Rush me a DOUBLE BOTTLE Treatment 
of famous Lady Lennox Hair Coloring. 
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| Name 

: Address_ 

. oe State 

' hade Desired 

/ | enclose 1.10 Send C.O.D. for 

| J Send postpaid total of 1.55 

(, cuae cee Gone cums comsermenes GOpPYTign? 1957, bb. Co.. 


POEMS 


Wanted to be set to music. 
subject. Send Poems today. 


Any 


ee ee 


Phenenrenth Records Made 
FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS, 228 '8 Beacon Bldg.. Boston Mass. 












and get RESULTS 


The true way to mastery ae open 
for you when you know to ask 
for and how to accept the rifts that 
GOD has stored up for. those that 
love and obey Him. Learn 
THE MAGIC FORMULA for 
SUCCESSFUL PRAYER 

Here are some of the amazing things 
it tells you about: en to pray; 
where to pray; How to pray; The 
Magic Formulas for Health 

cess through prayer: for conquering 
fear through prayer: for obtaining 
work through prayer; for money 
through prayer: for influencing others 
through prayer: and many other val- 


uable instructions that help you cet 

things vou want 

5-DAY TRIAL—SEND NO MONEY 
iw uunte and address today and on delivery 


it the mall sum o 
st positively uF 
har elighted with RESULTS within 5 day 
be at be returned promptiv on request and 
rder At O 


118 E. 28, Dept. 616-R, New York 16 
Genuine Human Hair 


LARCH, 
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—S 
COLORS: Black—Off- 
Biack — Dark Brown 


SEND NO MONEY. Pay post- Chignon 
ar delivery plus postage. \ Bits Lorse 


Elis Rand Co., 2349 Mibwaukee Ave, Dept. 1641, Chicage 47, i 
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N WASHINGTON, D. C. 


. a policeman caught Mrs. Roberta Smith, 44, tinkering 
with a fire alarm box, took her off to the station when she explained: * 
to phone police, but | can’t find the money slot.” 


I’m trying 


* * * 


In Mebane, N. C., 100-year-old-plus Mrs. Vonnie Matlock Snipes explained why 
she sometimes dips snuff: “It don’t make me live longer. but it’s company while I’m 


living.” 


In lowa City, lowa, church officials sought to preserve a space in front of the 
First Methodist Church for taxicabs to dispatch members, erected an eleventh Com- 


“Thou Shalt Not Park.” 


mandment beside a parking meter. The sign: 


* = 


In Kansas City, Mo., Marvin Gray. 39, suffered a three-inch gash in his left leg 
when a supermarket owner used a butcher knife to retrieve two packages of pork 


chops shoplifter Gray had hidden in his long underwear. 


* % 6 


In London, landlady Edna Cove laughed when Nigerian boarder Emo [hekwdaba 
put a curse on her for not letting a friend share his room, soon changed her tune 
when within an hour a door fell from its hinges and smashed a sink. a truck rammed 


her husband’s car. and her television set broke down. 
* * * 


In St. Louis, a judge fined George Anderson $100 for having a pocketful of policy 


slips despite his explanation that, “] found them on the sidewalk . . . | wanted to get 


the trash off the street.” 


In New York, ousted Baptist minister Rev. Dunning Moody, 54, returned to the 
scene of his pastorate. Monumental Baptist Church, with two shotguns and a pistol, 
shattered the quiet of the Sunday morning services with two shotgun blasts. declared 
as police led him away: “It’s my church and nobody's going to do me out of it.” 


* * * 


In Columbia S. C.. after being released from prison where he served a 33-month 
term for robbing a store, Roosevelt Hill made a return trip to the same prison for a 
new three-year term when eight hours after his release he was caught re-robbing the 


same store. 


In Little Rock, Ark., a patient turned up at the State Medical Center with a crisp 
appointment slip dated May 23, 1938. Said a hospital official of the 20-year tardi- 


ness: “We didn’t ask where she’d been, we just gave her another appointment.” 


* * ” 





In Charleston, S. C., police had to tie 31-year-old James Rollins to a stretcher to 
get him to a hospital after he drank a “cocktail.” The cocktail: a mixture of com 
whisky, rubbing alcohol, lysol, peroxide and kerosene. 
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he dance floor of the night club and our 
hodies melted together, I lost myself in the 
complete happiness of the moment. 

Our brief courtship had a sudden—if 
not entirely unexpected—climax. I'd been 
\yuton a date with Nicky. When we reached 
my apartment he politely opened the door 
and stepped back for me to enter. Only 
this time. he did not kiss me goodnight 
land leave. He followed me inside, and it 
seemed so natural that I felt completely at 





ease. 

“How about a drink?” Nicky suggested. 
[ve something important to tell you. We 
night as well be comfortable while we 
talk.” 

\ short time later we were seated to- 
gether on the sofa. sipping our drinks and 
istening to dreamy music on the phono- 
raph. Nicky was in no hurry to talk. 
He took me in his arms and for several 
co he held me quietly. stroking my 


cheek, my neck. the curve of my shoulder. 
Then his lips followed the path traced by 
his fingers. A spark leaped between us 
ind when his lips finally sought mine that 
kpark burst into flame. 
Our lips were fused together for what 
keemed an eternity. the 
nounted within me. There was no thought 
hen that this was a man I’d known for only 
a short time. that IT knew little or nothing 
about him. I only knew that I was his for 
the taking. 

It was Nicky. not I. who pulled away be- 
fore we were completely overwhelmed by 
the powerful desires that possessed us. 


while passion 








“God! You’re so beautiful. so desirable 
}.. you almost make me _ forget 7 


With a visible effort. he pulled himself to- 
xether. “Chris. there’s something we'd bet- 
ter settle now.” he said solemnly. “I’m 
soing to marry you and I don’t think I can 
“ very long. I'll give you a few weeks to 
yet used to the idea.” He stood up. a tender 
mile playing at the corners of his mouth. 
‘Meantime. I think I’d_ better go now. 
ood-night, my sweet.” 
| His goodnight kiss was a soft caress. 
efore I could gather my bewildered 
enses, the door closed softly behind him. 
It wasn’t until much later that I realized 
hat Nicky hadn’t asked me to marry him. 
e'd simply announced it as a fact. I 
idn’t take time to reason that it might al- 
ays be so, that Nicky’s word was law. 
was too gloriously happy to care about 
nything except that I was to be his wife. 
The next three weeks seemed to crawl 
by and it was sheer torture. Nicky was very 
areful not to let things go as far as they 
id that night he proposed. The hungry 
ringing of our bodies when we danced; 
ne raging fire inside me; the husky note 
f desire that crept into Nicky’s voice— 
ese were constant reminders of the des- 


Husband For Sale 


(Continued from Page 35) 


perate need we felt for each other. 
Then, at last, we were standing together 
repeating the sacred vows that bound us 
forever together. We sped away to the 
motel where Nicky had reserved the honey- 
moon suite. Nicky laughingly carried me 
into the beautiful room. But once inside, 
another mood came over us. 
room filled with passion. With a urgency 
that needed no words. he took me into his 
arms. The long ordeal of waiting ended in 


Somehow. the 


a searing flame of passion 
For a whole month we remained at our 
Nicky seemed 
in no special hurry to get back to work. He 
had insisted that I quit my job right away. 
“There’s no need for you to work,” he 
said determinedly. “I’m a guy who needs 


That’s a full- 


little honeymoon cottage. 


lots of love and attention. 
time job!” 

And it was. Nicky was a human dynamo. 
so full of love and the desire to live life 
to the fullest that IT had my full 
keeping up with him. There were so many 
things to do—swimming. hiking. picnick- 
ing. We listened for hours to lovely music. 
We read poetry to each other. Now and 
then. Nicky would get out his charcoal and 
pad and do some sketching. Sometimes I 
modeled for him. other times I just loafed 
and watched him work. 

And in everything we did there was that 
undercurrent of that bound us 
together in a world of our own. No matter 


hands 


passion 


where we were or what we were doing there 
would come that moment when the husky 
note would creep into Nicky’s voice. his 
eyes would look into mine. and always 
there was that answering tremor of un- 
quenched desire that raced through me. 
And all the wonder and ecstasy of our first 
night together would be repeated. 


THE CHANGE came over us as unex- 


pectedly as a summer storm. It was like 


a horrible nightmare—unannounced and 
frightening. True, in those first months 


after we returned to town. I’d noticed little 
differences, little annoyances. First. there 
was Nicky’s attitude toward me. 

He felt that beautiful women were made 
for only one thing. That is, to be loved 
and petted. That was the extent of their 
usefulness, as far as Nicky was concerned. 
I discovered that the first time I tried to 
make a practical suggestion about the way 
we were to live. 

Nicky laughed. 
beautiful, she’s 
proudly. 

But I noticed that he seldom took my 
advice, and never asked for it. After a 
while, I stopped making suggestions and 
convinced myself that I should be glad that 
I had a husband who loved me so much 
that he wanted to spare me all the little 


“My wife is not only 
got brains!” he said 


ADVANCE PATTERNS 


may be purchased in leading department stores 
—or send in the following coupon: 


TAN MAGAZINE 

HOME SERVICE DEPARTMENT 
1820 SOUTH MICHIGAN AVENUE 
CHICAGO 16, ILLINOIS 















































ENCLOSED IS.............. CENTS 
PLEASE SEND PATTERNS AS INDICATED: 
7899 7949 8609 
SIZE — SIZE _— SIZE | QUAN. 
8636 
SIZE ‘ms SIZE enn 
NAME (Please Print) 
STREET 
CITY ZONE STATE 


From One 
Woman To 
Another... 





You can’t beat TAN’s Home Service Sec- 
tion for that personalized feminine approach 
to the latest trends in fashions, beauty and 
modern living. 

Prepared by Home Service Director Freda 
DeKnight, here is a magazine section de- 
signed just for you. 


And it’s here every month in TAN. 
ol 
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Puts You in the BIG MONEY 
/ailoring Business Quick 


MAKE to $30 


IN A DAY! 


If you’d like to make up to $30 
in a day, even in spare time, I’ll 
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worries and cares of everyday life. But it 
still rankled sometimes. 

I knew that I was an intelligent and 
capable woman, not a doll or a toy, and I 
did often have some very definite opinions 
of my own. But to tell the truth, life flowed 
so smoothly there was little need for me to 
exert any effort or thought on anything 
except Nicky. 

Another thing that bothered me was our 
almost complete withdrawal from the 
world. I’d never been a stay-at-home girl 
and I knew that Nicky was very popular 
and much in demand socially. During our 
courtship, we had always been the center 
of a crowd. Now, however, Nicky seemed 
to prefer the quiet life. Sure, we still went 
out. But we attended the theatre alone, 
instead of with friends. Now, we ate out in 
the little exclusive restaurants off the beat- 
en path. 

At first. I thought that Nicky was jeal- 
ous. There were even times when I thought 
perhaps he was ashamed of me. After all, 
I hadn’t belonged to the “smart set” be- 
fore our marriage. That Nicky loved me 
there was no doubt, but he considered me 
a beautiful ornament. not a person. He 
loved me with a possessiveness that allowed 
no room for individuality or independence 
of thought and feeling. To Nicky. I was the 
better part of himself, no more, no less. 

But the main problem that threatened my 
happiness concerned Nicky’s work. It is 
only when you remember the other prob- 
lems I mentioned that this makes sense. 
Otherwise. it is hard to understand how I, 
as a wife, could have known so little about 
my husband’s work and activities away 
from home. 

Since Nicky was an artist. there was 
nothing strange about his irregular hours 
and habits. I trusted him implicitly. even 
when his work kept him out until the early 
morning hours. Often enough, he took 
me along on his wanderings so I could un- 
derstand his need to explore and experi- 
ence. Besides. I’d learned quickly that 
Nicky permitted no questioning. 

“Darling. there’s only going to be one 
pair of pants in this family.” he told me, 
“and I’m going to wear them.” He meant 
it, too. He didn’t even like for me to wear 
slacks or pajamas. “I like for my woman 
to be a female,” he said once. And I never 
bought any more. 

I even grew to accept the fact that my 
husband’s work brought him into comtact 
with all sorts of beautiful women. There 
was nothing I could do to change that. I 
could only trust my husband. And I did 
that with a blind devotion. 

Although Nicky spent a lot of his time 
“making contacts and absorbing atmos- 
phere.” as he put it. he didn’t seem to be 
getting anywhere. I couldn’t help observ- 
ing that he did very little actual painting. 
The few times I’d ventured into the room 
where he worked, I saw only partially fin- 
ished canvases and landscapes that were 
still in the sketching stage. 


Gradually, I became aware of othe 
things that puzzled me and filled me with q 
vague sense of uneasiness, but I pushed 
them into the back of my mind. I was the 
luckiest girl alive to have such a wonder. 
ful husband. I told myself. I’d be a fool to 
look for trouble. So if I sometimes wop. 
dered about the many feminine voices tha 
called my husband to the phone at odd 
hours, I refused to let it worry me. 

As time went on, however, my natura] 
energy and desire for self-fulfillment could 


no longer be denied. I began to tire of the | 


pointless shopping trips. I already had 
more than I needed. I read quite a bit. 
but for a girl who was accustomed to an 
active life this soon became tiresome. [4 
always been a person who liked to partici. 
pate in things, but Nicky’s plan of living 
did not include that. 

I hid my restlessness and discontent from 
Nicky. I felt guilty about being so un. 
grateful. He was trying so hard to make 
me happy. I was being a stupid. wilful 
fool to want more, I told myself. Besides, | 
knew only too well that he would be of. 
fended if he knew there was something | 
wanted that he could not give me. So | 
kept silent, and the undercurrent of dis- 
content grew deeper and stronger. 


HEN THE CHANCE CAME for me 

to alter the dull routine of my life, | 
jumped at the chance. Amy phoned me 
one evening to ask if I’d like to use the 
ticket of one of the girls who was ill and 
couldn’t go to a theatre party. “You'll 
have an escort,” she said. “That is, if your 
dog-in-the-manger husband will let you 
out of his sight.” 

I hesitated. Since our marriage, I'd 
never gone out without Nicky. He wanted 
me there when he came home, and with 
his irregular hours. I never knew when 
that would be. But on this occasion he had 


told me he would be in Washington over 


the weekend to deliver a portrait he’d fin- 
ished. 


It didn’t take much coaxing from Amy | 


to get me to say yes. What was the point 
in sitting home alone? Of course. I'd tell 
Nicky all about it and explain that I just 
got bored. The excitement of doing some- 
thing forbidden or dangerous made my 
fingers tremble as I carefully dressed that 
evening. I was like a school girl getting 
ready for her first big date. 

The theatre party turned out to be @ 
great success. Of course. Amy and the 
other girl were friends of mine, and the 
three men who escorted us were wonderful 
companions. My escort was Clyde Harris. 


| 


a professional basketball player. “I'm the } 


midget on the team,” he told me, smiling 
down from his lofty 6-foot, 2 inches. 

I can’t deny that I reveled in the atter 
tion Clyde paid me. After my long absenct 
from any social contact with other men, it 
was most welcome. When Amy suggest 
that we all go to a night club after the shov 
and make a real night of it, I was all in 
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ing 1} was not make the first move. Maybe they 
Sol} would leave first. With an effort, I forced 
dis | smile and turned back to Clyde. I re- 
fused to give in to the urge to turn around 
and see what Nicky and his companion 
r me} were doing. But I could not hide my agi- 
ife,] } tation from Amy. 

1 me She looked at me quizzically, then 
e the | casped as her gaze fell on Nicky. “Those 
| and | people—aren’t they supposed to be out of 
fou'll | town?” she asked under her breath. 
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inces had become too much for me. | 
broke into tears, turned and ran inside 
without saying goodbye. 


\ S I WAITED for Nicky to come in, my 
tears gave way to anger. I paced the 
floor, trying to regain my calm. It was only 
to hear Nicky’s side of the story, al- 
sugh every time I thought of the way he 
ered over that woman and the way he 
id let me walk out with Clyde, my blood 
iiled. I consoled myself by imagining the 
Nicky would rush in penitently, beg- 
me to forgive him and promising it 
ld never happen again. And I knew 
it my answer would be. For angry as I 
| realized I still loved him. 
But as the minutes ticked on and no 
ky. I became worried. When he finally 
trolled casually in more than an hour 
fter I'd arrived home. my composure was 
my letely gone. 
The dreadful scene that 
etched on my brain. Nicky was suave, smil- 
as he denied nothing. My accusations 
eemed to amuse him. 
\ll through?” he asked when I finally 
mped into a chair, unable to think of 
re to “IT didn’t want you to find 
sut because I knew you wouldn’t under- 
d. Chris. But now you might as well 


followed is 


say. 


know everything.” 
Then he told me that the woman I'd seen 
with wealthy widow—and 
He was painting her portrait and 
id to spend time with her in order to 
idy her features, her coloring, the bone 
structure of her face. 
I’m not a child, Nicky,” I said hotly. 
You weren’t doing any sketching or study- 
ing tonight! And even if you were, you 
wouldn’t do it in a night club.” 
He shrugged his shoulders. “For what 
clients pay me, I go wherever they 


was a 


[ stared at him in astonishment. “They 
you to take them out? To... ?” 
“To keep them amused, to keep them 
from being lonely,” he said unashamedly. 
You see. darling, some of those women 
10 longer attractive and—well, they 
money and that makes up for a lot of 
things.” 
How could you?” I gasped, repulsed by 
easy admission. “Why that makes you 
thing but a—” 
Don’t say it!” he grated, grasping my 
“Don’t say anything you'll be sorry 
Now be a good girl and accept the 
situation as it is and stop being a prude.” 
ll accept nothing!” I screamed. “Get 
nut! Get out. I never want to see you 


iin: 

Nicky picked up his hat and walked to 
“T’ll see you later,” he said. 
When you cool off.” 

[t wasn’t easy, but I cooled off eventual- 
ly. My need for Nicky was so great that 
[ was happy to accept him on any terms. 
But things were different now. All the 


i 


the door. 


moonlight and roses had gone out of our 
marriage. I was in the humiliating position 
of being a wife whose husband supports her 
on the money he charms from other women, 
and it made me hard and cynical. 

Yet, our love for each other was a des- 
perate physical hunger that had to be 
satisfied even if we had hated each other. 
It was not hate I felt for Nicky, but some- 
thing even deeper and more destructive. 

It was hard to keep back the bitter 
thoughts when he made love to me. I won- 
dered how many times he’d said the same 
things to other women. And I tried to 
keep from wondering how far he'd gone 
with them. 

“What does it matter?” he would tell 
me. “You’re the one I come home to.” 

Nicky was less secretive about his out- 
side activities now. And I made no attempt 
to interfere. He frowned when I started 
going out during his “working hours.” but 
he didn’t try to stop me. The times we were 
together. we were still far apart. it seemed. 
Only when he took me in his arms did the 
old fire return consume us. with 
passion. 

For a time. I hoped that Nicky would 
gradually come around to my way of think- 
ing. I thought that if I went along. he’d see 
for himself what this was doing to both of 
us. That faint hope gave me strength for 
a while, but as the weeks lengthened into 
months it became obvious that he regarded 
our new relationship as normal. 

When I realized at last that this was so, 
I became bitter. I wanted to hurt him as 
he was hurting me. Clyde continued to call 
me regularly. although I had refused to 
see him again. But my feelings 
changed toward Nicky. I turned to Clyde. 
I found him an eager. sympathetic com- 
panion. 

At first. we were just good friends. but 
when he kept insisting that I accept the 
gifts he brought me, it was hard to keep 
our relationship on that basis. We saw 
each other more frequently and Clyde’s 
gifts were more expensive than before. I 
accepted them with a shrug of my con- 
science. I convinced myself that I was 
doing nothing that Nicky wasn’t doing, al- 
though I didn’t tell him about Clyde. 

Things were working out fine, just fine, 
I told myself. If Clyde became more and 
more insistent in his attentions, I was sure 
that I could handle him. And anyway, who 
cared? We were prospering, Nicky and I, 
we were both doing very well for ourselves. 

Even better than very well. I gloated as 
I admired a new bracelet I was slipping on 
my arm one night as I waited for Clyde. 
It was from an admirer I’d met recently. 
For a moment, I caught myself thinking 
that this had become more than just a past- 
time. It was a contest—an exciting duel— 
as I matched my wits against the men who 
took me out. 

I couldn’t deny there was a sense of 
triumph at the ease with which I could ex- 


and 


when 


tract gilts and money from them. “Why. 
I'm becoming just like Nicky.” I said 
aloud, and seeing myself in the mirror, | 
felt my cheeks burn with shame. But the 
sensation passed. I shrugged my shoulders, 
“Might as well enjoy yourself,” I mur. 
mured. “Life’s too short for thoughts like 
that.” I turned impatiently and finished 
dressing. 

Clyde and I went dancing. Somehow, a 
vague uneasiness came over me that | 
couldn’t shake off. I drank more than 
usual, trying to perk up my spirits, and 
eventually managed to take on a rosy glow. 
When Clyde suggested that we stop by his 
place for a nightcap. I didn’t refuse. One 
more drink and I'd be feeling myself again, 

Of course. I expected Clyde to make the 
usual pass. but I wasn’t prepared for the 
sudden change that came over him. Once 
inside his apartment, he took me roughly 
into his arms. “I’ve waited a long time for 
this. baby.” he said, breathing heavily. 

His lips bruised against mine. The 
liquor had dulled my senses, but I realized 
that I'd better get out of this in a hurry. 
With all my strength. I pushed him from 
me. 

“T’ve got to go now.” I said evenly. 

Clyde’s face twisted in anger. “Still play- 
ing games. hunh? Okay. baby. only this 
time, I’m taking the prize. I’ve had enough 
of your teasing. It’s time you paid off- 
for real!” 

His mouth crushed down on mine again. 
His strong arms forced me back toward the 
sofa. Silently. with a fierce desperation, | 
struggled but I was no match for him. | 
brought up my knee as hard as I could 
and heard him spit out a curse as he reeled 
away from me. I scrambled to my feet and 
ran to the door. I didn’t stop running until 
I was safely out on the street. 

Nicky was there when I got home that 
night. He stared at my rumpled dress 
and disarranged hair. He started to come 
to me. but settled back in his chair and 
drawled, “Looks like you had fun tonight.” 

Perhaps if he had shown concern for 
me, asked me if anything was wrong, even 
shouted at me. I might have crept into his 
arms and poured out my heart. But his cyn- 
ical remark grated on my already jangling 
nerves. And IT snapped, “Yes, it was fun. 
The same kind of fun you and your gitl 
friends have!” 

I slammed into the bedroom and locked 
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the door. And as I lay there alone in the { had for | 
darkness. feeling a great big nothing where | the albu 
my heart used to be. I knew that Nicky and | erary un 
I would never find our way back together } contribut 


again. 

Someday, he would meet a woman will 
ing to pay enough money to buy his charm 
ing company for keeps. And someday, | 
would run across a man who would demand 
—and take what he wanted in return fo 
his favors to me. 

That was the way it had to be. I knew 
it when a chill wind seemed to sweep ove! 
me and my body shook with silent sobs— 
and no tears came. THE END 
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On The Records 


(Continued from Page 11) 


Nat came about making the LP, his 25th 
album in 15 years of recording, after a 





legal snarl blocked a release of the sound- 
track music on wax. Before the package 
was recorded in New York this year, four 
or five diskeries had jockeyed for rights to 
market an album of the film’s melodies as 
crooned on the screen by Nat and other 
singers in the cast—Eartha Kitt, Pearl 
| Bailey. Ella Fitzgerald and Mahalia Jack- 
son. But each performer was under con- 
tract to a different label and the diskeries 
could never reach any agreement whereby 
one company could release the soundtrack 
music on recordings. In face of the legal 
stalemate, Nat cut his album. 

Capitol bigwigs, with a potential best- 
seller on their hands, can be happy the way 
things turned out. Paramount moviemak- 
ers too may find glad tidings in the album. 
\s a big Nat Cole release, it definitely gives 
the picture a 
hoost. 

Once Cole had announced his plans to 
record songs from the Handy movie. others 
in the cast quickly followed suit. Eartha 
Kitt (with support from Shorty 
Orchestra) now has a “St. Louis Blues” 
LP on sale for RCA Victor, while Pearl 
Bailey is slated to record a similar package 
for Roulette and Ella Fitzgerald another 
for Verve. 

Cole’s album bears a contribution from 
Handy apart from his music. A short time 
prior to his death at 85 last March. the 
blind composer hand-picked each tune for 
the set as a favor to Cole. who had been 
his friend and ardent admirer for 17 years. 

Although Cole and Handy shared a 
friendship, Nat somehow never got around 
to recording W. C.’s immortal blues crea- 
tions until the album. Nat says he planned 
the album as a sort of musical tribute to 
the gentle man who lost his eyesight twice 
in life but still managed to accomplish 
great achievements as a songwriter despite 
the handicaps. 

Nat explains the profound respect he 
had for Handy in liner notes he wrote for 
the album, his first attempt at such a lit- 
erary undertaking. Wrote Nat: “Handy’s 
contribution to American music, as a com- 

poser, performer and scholar has been an 

inspiration to people everywhere, particu- 
tend to me. He has always been an idol of 

mine, for as long as I can remember. One 
reason for this has been because of simi- 
larities in our early upbringing. He was 
born in Florence. Alabama; I was born in 
Montgomery, Alabama. He was the son of 
4 minister; so am I, From the beginning 
he had to overcome parental objection to 
making music his career—and so did I.” 
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id her. He reached out and patted my was surprised to see me when she met me __ I went to her house I was looking forward) ars a 
hand affectionately. “Isn’t that right, at the door, dressed in a gorgeous house — to a chance to tell someone my troubles wish R 
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drinks to make it through the day. ing ma 
MM Somehow, my own troubles seemed pay thought 
by comparison—the old washer _ thi have so 
sounded like a concrete mixer when I dil] To a 
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q y g SHOULD and Tom would always be the only ma ei 
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in her eyes to convince me that perhaps 
| wasn’t as bad off as I thought. By the 
time evening fell, I was eager to get home. 
Tom would be home soon and I hadn’t 
cleaned the house or started dinner. Be- 
sides, there were some finishing touches | 
still had to put on Marsha’s dress. 

I told Rhoda I had to go, so she had 
Arthur, who had just come in from the 
ofice, drive me home. I'll never forget that 
ride. 

My brother-in-law was a tall. dignified 
man, with iron-grey hair. He was older 
than Rhoda by at least 15 years, but it was 
obvious from the affection he showered on 
her that his love was that of a vigorous 
young man. 

' Arthur was silent most of the way home 
and I was busy with my own thoughts. It 
was he who finally broke the silence. 

“I’m sorry we couldn’t ask you to stay 
for dinner.” he said. 

“Some other time. Arthur,” I said. “Tom 
is waiting for me.” 

“He’s a lucky man.” he said heavily. “A 
lucky man. On nights like this I’d rather 
go hungry than eat alone.” 

“Alone?” 

“Sara Mae has a heavy date—” He hesi- 
tated a moment, then murmured, “And so 
has Rhoda.” 

I caught my breath. Did he know about 
Rhoda and Jimmy? I didn’t know what to 
say. 

“IT know all about Rhoda and _ her 
friend,” Arthur said. “But I love her, so—” 
He shrugged his shoulders and fell silent. 

We pulled up in front of the house and 
Arthur turned. His eyes brimmed with 
tears and his voice shook as he said. “I 
wish Rhoda were half the woman you are. 
Tom’s a lucky. lucky guy!” 

I squeezed his hand. “I’m sorry, 
Arthur,” I said. 

He drove off and I hurried upstairs. 
When I went in, I saw Marsha at the sew- 
ing machine. “Hi, Mom,” she said. “I 
thought I’d finish this myself since you 
have so much to do.” 

To add to my surprise, I found young 
Tom in the kitchen setting the table for 
dinner and his father busy at the stove. 
Tom came over and kissed me. “Just 
thought we’d give you a rest tonight,” he 
said. He pulled up a chair for me and 
sat me down. 

“I rushed out this morning without say- 
ing goodbye,” Tom said. “It worried me 
all day. I couldn’t wait to get home and 
tell you how lucky I am to have you.” 

That was when my tears came. Tears for 
poor, lonely Arthur; tears for my misera- 
le, mixed-up sister; tears of gratitude for 
my wonderful family and so much love. 
“Pm the lucky one.” I sniffed into the 
handkerchief Tom gave me. For I knew 
then the wonderful peace and joy that 
comes from loving and being loved. “I’m 
the luckiest woman alive!” 





THE END 
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If | Could Only Trust Him 


(Continued from Page 33) 


ng to figure out whether I was kidding. 
| got home considerably later than usual 
d didn’t bother with dinner. Maybe the 
dae spoiled my appetite; or better yet, 
iybe it was just that I was too full of 
ughts about the new, not exciting but 
ce friendship I had formed. And I would 
> Harold again; he had made me prom- 
to go see a play with him the following 


Friday night. 


| DON’T KNOW exactly when I fell in 
with Harald. It might have been 
re of another sort of emotion than love 
hich made me begin to return his very 
bvious devotion. I had started off admir- 
his humility and shyness, but I soon 
ind out that these qualities were some- 
hat overdone, that he was the kind of per- 
needed to have his own confi- 
lence in himself bolstered and cushioned 
someone who meant a great deal to him. 
constantly underestimating his 
lity to achieve things and failing to give 
iself credit for the splendid mind that 
his. I got a big kick out of supplying 
with the confidence he needed. He 
isted me and when I told him that I be- 
lieved he could do something, almost noth- 
could keep him from making it come 
Harold needed me. and I found my 
bility to fill his need justifying my own 
It gave me a feeling of being 
rthwhile and useful. 
Perhaps it wasn’t what you could call 
ivy romance, listening for hours to Har- 
ld’s discourses on law, or helping him put 
gether papers for his school courses. He 
n't have much regard for simple gram- 


love 


Ww ho 


He was 


existence. 


matical rules and the like. His punctua- 
tion was terrible. But we made a good 
team and many evenings were spent over 
the kitchen table in my home working on 
Harold’s themes. 

“Gee. Gladys,” he told me one night, “I 
never dreamed this business could be so 
interesting. I guess everybody would find 
it a breeze if they were lucky enough to 
have someone like you.” 

And life wasn’t all work for us. Harold 
shared with me a love for the outdoors and 
we began organizing parties among our 
friends for weekend trips to the upstate 
lodge of a friend of his. We had wonder- 
ful times. 

It was during one of the camping trips 
that I discovered MHarold’s  oratorical 
genius. One night the group of us decided 
to stage a mock murder trial. The most 
angelic-looking. innocent-eyed girl was 
chosen as the deadly siren who had done 
away with her husband and was now forced 
to face society’s punishment. Harold was 
selected to defend her and another law 
fledgling in the group acted as prosecutor. 

It all started out in fun, but in the act 
of defending his client and attempting to 
sway the jury to the belief that “this 
woman who sits before you. charged with 
a horrible crime, is no depraved devil. but 
a living, breathing, erring human soul 
worthy of compassion rather than persecu- 
tion.” Harold got completely carried away. 
When he finished with a truly magnificent 
defense. if we had been a real jury judg- 
ing a real case the prosecution wouldn’t 
have had a chance. 

IT was so proud of Harold that I was 
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speechless. I knew then and there that he 
could become more than just an ordinan 
attorney, for he had the persuasive powe 
to sway masses. 

And then inspiration struck—politie 


that was the field for Harold! He wa 
always talking about wanting to do so much 
for so many people, and certainly there 
was a crying need for more able young 





men in public office. 

Later, I talked it over with him, pointing 
out that many successful lawyers were jp. 
volved in politics. He listened with inter. 
est, but he wasn’t convinced. 

“J don’t know about that kind of stuff” 
he said slowly. “After all. some of it gets 
to be a little dishonest at times. Besides. 
my family has always stayed out of poli 
tics.” 

“That’s just what’s wrong with politics,” 
I argued. “Bright young men like you don} 
do the job. so it’s left to the inept ones and 
the crooked ones.” 

“Do you really think I could do a job?” 
he asked. 

“T know you could,” I told him. 


CONVINCED HAROLD, but Harold 

and I together couldn’t convince his 
mother. She was something less than polite 
when we went to her with the idea. “I 
seems to me, young lady,” she said icily. 
“that you are being much more concerned 
with Harold’s welfare than you need be 
After all. I consider this a family matter,” 
She gave me a tight, victorious smile, one 
that said quite frankly that she had put me 
in my place—the place of an outsider. 





To my own surprise I found myself knii: 
ing back with: “I agree with you that itis 
a family matter, and I think you ought to 
know that I intend to marry Harold.” 

The smile froze on her face, then crum- 
bled into a horror-stricken, blank look 
“Why—why Harold never said anything to 
me about this!” she managed to gas)| 
finally, shooting him a desperate look. ' 

I saw the bewildered expression on Har 
old’s face and said quickly: “I’m sure he 
hasn’t. He wasn’t certain I was going 0 
say yes.” 

“Harold, is this true?” his mother de 
manded. 

“Well—er—Gladys and I have been see 
ing a lot of each other. Mother, and—er- 
well.” he stammered. unable to look at her 

“You sound just like a nervous bride 
groom. Harold,” I said softly, “but I don! 
think you’re answering your mother’s qué 
tion.” His eyes met mine, and I stared @ 
him evenly. 

“We're going to be married,” he sii 

mechanically, not moving his eyes from 
mine. 
“But Harold, your career, all well 
planned. You remember how when jt 
were coming out of high school and ¥ 
used to always talk about you being lit 
your father and your grandfather. It 
member, Harold? There were just thet 
of us and we used to plan and plan, #® 
when you were just a little boy. Harold.| 
would .. .” 
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Mrs. Morris was racing frantically, her 
words tumbling like water over a dam, try- 
ing to recapture the little boy that once was 
hers. Harold collapsed into a chair, his 
head in his hands. 

“All that was a long time ago, Mrs. Mor- 
ris.” I said quickly, cutting off her plea be- 
fore Harold weakened. “Harold isn’t a 
little boy any more.” 

A little cry of anguish escaped her lips, 
then she fled from the room. I turned to 
Harold and. trying to keep my voice from 
sounding triumphant, said, “Maybe you’d 
better take me home, Harold.” 

We rode in silence most of the way to 
my house. Harold with a grim look on his 
face. 

“You do want to marry me, don’t you, 
Harold?” I said finally. 

“Of course I do.” he answered heavily. 
“but we never talked about it before, and 
it was such a shock for Mother. After all. 
I'm all she’s got and—” 

“Harold. I understand all that,” I cut in. 
“But you’ve got to live your ewn life now. 
Youre a man. I'll be leaving my mother. 
too. and I’m the last one left at home with 
my sisters and brother al! married with 
places of their own. But I love you, Har- 
old.” 

It was dark when we got to my home. 
The house was empty with Mother having 
gone over to stay a couple of days with my 
sister Estelle, who had just had her second 
baby. Harold walked me to the door with- 
out saying anything. 

“Come on in for a minute.” I told him. 
and we went inside. 

Our house wasn’t much. The furniture 
was cheap and the upholstery faded. A 
few cheap pictures adorned the walls and 
an old, scarred console radio sat in a cor- 
ner of the living room. 

I stood in the middle of the floor, look- 
ing around the place, seeing it for what it 
was worth. 

“I want to get away from all this, Har- 
old.” I said dully. “I want a place of my 
own.” 

looked up at Harold, and our eyes met. 
clinging together in a new, wordless under- 
standing. 

“A place of our own, Harold.” I said. 
and slowly I walked into his arms. I felt 
the tenseness go out of his body as he held 
me, and the uncertainty in his kiss when his 
lips first touched mine soon gave way to 
fierce desire. 

He’s still not sure, I told myself as the 
fires of passion raced through us. I must 
make him sure—now—as only a woman 
can. Qutside, the sounds of early night 
were soon drowned out by the thunderous 
heating of two hearts in love. 


A WEEK LATER we were married, de- 

spite Mrs. Morris’ fainting spells and 
hysterics and threats. And almost imme- 
diately afterwards I noticed an abrupt 
change in Harold’s personality, Perhaps it 


was the emancipation trom his mother, or 
his delight at discovering that he had a 
strong, masculine appeal, but whatever it 
was, all doubts that he entertained about 
himself seemed to melt like icicles in the 
sun; his whole attitude toward life and 
his chances of gaining his goals changed. 
I was proud of him. and proud of myself 
for having helped him wake up to his capa- 
bilities. But I never dreamed in those first 
happy days of our marriage that this new 
confidence I had built in him might turn 
out to have a Frankenstein-like quality and 
destroy its maker. 

Five years of struggle followed our mar- 
riage; struggling to get Harold through 
law school and into an office of his own 
while at the same time buying a home in 
a heavily populated Negro community so 
that Harold could lay claim to being a man 
of the people in his political ambitions. 
We could never have done it all in so short 
a time without the money Harold’s father 
had left him. There were other struggles. 
too; the struggles of working Harold’s way 
up, taking part in community affairs. or- 
ganizing block meetings. sponsoring street 
dances, becoming political party workers 
and planning boat rides and picnics and 
getting entertainers to do benefits to help 
bolster the party treasury. With cunning 
and skill and no small measure of ruthless- 
ness, Harold worked his way up through 
neighborhood politics to precinct captain. 
then on to ward prominence. 

And as Harold’s interests and career ex- 
panded. so did the number of obviously 
ready and willing females that he came in 
contact with. Had he been the same Har- 
old he was before I married him, I would 
never have given it a second thought, but 
he was not. Now. he was an aggressive, 
confident man who was going places in 
town and anybody who looked at him knew 
it. He was the kind of man—married or 
not—that smart women looked for. 

Not the least of such women was one who 
came into the best position to do the most 
Gloria 
Harold’s elderly secretary when she quit to 
go live with relatives in California. 

Gloria Duncan and I had been in the 
same room less than three minutes before 
we each knew that we would never like the 
other. She was a young, voluptuous, brown- 
haired beauty, and I hated her guts; Har- 
old belonged to me, and she hated mine. 

“Where did you find that little tramp?” 
I demanded the moment Harold and I were 
home and the door closed behind us. 

His eyes narrowed, and I could tell he 
resented my insinuation. “She’s not a 
tramp. She’s a competent secretary and 
don’t be silly,” he snapped. 

“Who’s being silly?” I demanded. “Don’t 
think I don’t know about you and your 
women, Harold Morris.” 

The moment after I said it I realized I 
was being a little foolish. After all, just 


damage: Duncan, who replaced 
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ause women were after Harold it didn’t 
an that he was after them. But I still 
lidn’t like Gloria Duncan, and there was 
backing down on what I had said. 
hat began the vicious quarrelling, the 
iccusations, the angry retorts, the end- 
disputes that sent Harold angrily 
ing out of the house—and finally into 
rms of Gloria Duncan. 
jut the more I fought Harold about her, 
nore stubborn he became. Pretty soon 
weren’t man and wife anymore, but just 
people living together in bitterness. A 
times after violent arguments, we had 
ed to kiss and make up, to find our love 
vain by following the old fiery trails of 
ion. But it wasn’t any good and we both 
is 
Finally, it was Gloria herself who goaded 
into bringing our marriage to the break- 
point. She telephoned our house—for 
first time—late one night when I had 
ispected Harold was with her. 
Vay I speak with Mr. Morris, please?” 
iid in that languid. hateful voice of 


Ta 





What does a girl 
do when she’s 
torn between 
love for her 
husband and love 
for her brother? 
What can she do, 
when she took a 
dying oath never 
to forsake her 
kin? Even when 
she knew he 





wasn’t worth it? 


“He’s not in,” I answered coolly. 

“When do you expect him. plerse?” she 
asked in a tone that might have been ad- 
dressing a servant. 

My temper got the best of me. “I should 
think you would be a better authority on 
Mr. Morris’ comings and goings than I 
am,” I declared hotly. 

“Usually, yes. But tonight. no.” she re- 
plied with icy calm. “Have him call me if 
he should come in, won’t you. I have an 
important message for him.” 

I slammed down the telephone and swore 
that this was it. 

HE NEXT MORNING I confronted 

Harold with my angry accusations and 
my threats. “You'll be sorry.” I told him. 
“This time you're going to pay.” 

And I had meant it. What could be more 
damaging to a man with political ambitions 
than a scandal. And scandal I would give 
him: a divorce suit. naming Gloria Dun- 
can as co-respondent, and demanding a 
huge cash settlement. The newspapers and 
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town gossips would have a field day, and 
when I got through dishing the dirt Har. 
old wouldn’t even have a decent law prae. 
tice left. 

As I turned from the living room and 
started back to my bedroom, I noticed ap 
envelope lying by the door of the hall 
closet. It had obviously dropped from Har. 





old’s pocket when he put on his topcoat to 
leave. I picked up the envelope. It was 
marked simply: “Gloria.” 

Furiously I tore it open. Here it was jn | 
my hands, all the evidence I would ever 
need! My eyes flew over the written page 
inside. then slowly, painfully I read each 
word ° 

. decided we must call it a day, | | 
hope you will forgive me, but one thing 
you must admit, I’ve always confessed to 
you that my wife is the one woman on earth 
I love.” 

The words swam before my eyes as | 
read on: 

“Tt was just that I’d lost respect for her 
and for myself for some of the things we'd 
done to get ahead. I’m not blaming her, | 
was too weak to assert myself, but I pre. 
tended to be strong-willed, to like climbing 
to the top by stepping over other people, 
scheming. making corrupt deals. I thought 
Gladys would lose respect for me if she 
ever learned how much I disliked what we 
were doing. That was why I turned to you. 
I could relax with you and just be myself. 
I could tell you how tired I was of this kind 
of success. 





“T know my wife doesn’t love me any 
more: she no longer tries to understand 
me. or even to help me as in the old days. 
Maybe I was trying to use you as a substi- 
tute. and in that I was unfair. I guess 
somehow I was hoping to find again that | 


sweet. honest girl I once met in the iY 


brary a 

There were too many tears in my eyes for | 
me to read clearly much of the rest of the 
note. It said something about giving hera 
check three times as big as usual at the end 
of the week to tide her over until she found | 
another job or something. 

I slid the note back into the envelope 
and laid it on the floor by the closet door 
where Harold would be sure to find it 
when he came home that evening—if he | 
came home that evening. 

Where did I go from here? Was our | 
marriage hopelessly lost? Had suspicion. 
doubt. accusations and contempt so weak: 
ened its foundation that it could never be 
reclaimed? If I told Harold that I ™ 
longer cared what he did for a living, that 
he could drive a truck or dig a ditch o 
teach school or carry mail or run a Salve 
tion Army post, so long as we found the 
love we once knew together, would it help’ 
Could we ever trust each other again? 

I wondered, and hoped. Oh, how ! 
hoped. THE END 
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Drunkard’s Wife 


(Continued from Page 21) 


“Who is this ogre?” I asked, curious. 

“Room 205,” she said. “I know what 
you're thinking, Joyce. You feel you should 
tackle the most difficult cases, but this guy 
is hopeless. He’s—” She glanced around 
cautiously and lowered her voice. “He’s 
an alcoholic, and if you ask me, he’s the 
king of the lushes!” 

I paused at the doorway. Shirley was 
right. I prided myself in being able to 
soothe the most cantankerous patients in 
the hospital. But never had I come in con- 
tact with an alcoholic. Not that I had con- 
sciously avoided them, but Miss Sommers, 
the supervisor of nurses who gave us our 
assignment, was an old friend of the family 
and knew the tragedy in my life. I was 
sure that she had purposely kept me away 
from alcoholics. 

iar I'll look in on your friend 

05.” I told Shirley as I left. 

"ie as I waited for the elevator to take 
me down to the second floor, I was not so 
sure I was doing the right thing. My whole 
life, it seemed. had been funneled through 
the neck of a whiskey bottle. My grand- 
father had been a slave to Demon Rum, 
as they called it in those days; my father 
wherever he was now—carried on the fam- 
ily tradition by pickling his insides with 
anything that came from a distillery. Dad’s 
weakness for bottled goods was the main 
reason I didn’t finish school and become a 
nurse. 

Now. with Shirley’s warning fresh in my 
ears, | was deliberately walking into a sit- 
uation that was loaded with liquid dyna- 
mite, the 100 proof variety. Yet, something 
seemed to be pulling me towards 
205 and its ill-tempered occupant. 

Warren Baker—that was the name on the 
door of Room 205. I steeled myself for 
some sort of outburst. but nothing hap- 
pened when I softly opened the door and 
went in. Apparently the male nurses had 
calmed Warren Baker after Shirley left. 
For now, he seemed utterly exhausted. His 
frame was big. and from the look of the 
broad shoulders under the rough white 
hospital jacket I figured that he was about 
10 pounds underweight. 

His light brown skin shone with a red- 
dish tint that was so familiar to me, and 
his mouth was set in lines of tired sadness 
that were somehow all wrong for the full 
curves of his lips. His deeply shadowed 
eyes were dull. Those eyes did not change, 
no matter how I bustled about, trying to 
cheer him up a little. 

He did exactly what I told him to, like 
a little boy who has been naughty and is 
trying to make up for it. But the difference 
was that any small boy would be watching 
'o see what impression he was making. 
Warren’s eves never changed; he never 





Room 


looked at me. I might as well not have 
been there. Apparently, his own dark 
thoughts occupied his mind. And they 
were hurting. 

Remorse was not unusual in an alcoholic. 
but I knew only too well how useless it is. 
Worse than useless; as if the harder he 
works at repenting. the 
through and ready for the next drink. 

Whatever remorse Warren felt, though. 
he was keeping to himself. That was better 
than the typical alcoholic could manage. 
He set his jaw and worked hard at wash- 
ing his face with the cloth I gave him. And 
suddenly, I realized how young he was, and 
how handsome his face under the un- 
healthy flush. 

It sounds silly to tell, but I looked away, 
hastily, almost in panic. I felt shaken, my 
muscles all weak. Why had it touched me 
so deeply, giving me the sense that he was 
helpless and unprotected? 

But the mood vanished the 
when I looked up and saw an ironic smile 
twisting his lips. “What’s so funny?” I 
asked, annoyed. 

“That woman 
good act.” he : “You’re a real Florence 
Nightingale. aren’t you?” 

“This is no act. Mr. Baker,” I 
firmly. “I’m here to help the patients in 
whatever 

“Even hopeless jug heads like me?” he 
asked with a bitter laugh. 


sooner he is 


next instant 


any can put on such a 


said. 
said 


Re 
way I can. 


I shrugged my shoulders. “To me. you’re 
a patient like any other.” 

And I meant it—at the time. But as the 
days passed and Warren regained some of 
his health and vigor, I couldn’t deny that 
I felt something special towards him. It 


told myself. But I 


it was impossible, 


was all wrong. crazy. I 
couldn’t help it. I knew 
but I wanted to look 
fight the terrible battle against temptation 
I knew he would face when he left the 
hospital. 


after him, help him 


Somehow. I managed to remember the 
warning we volunteers had been given 


about becoming emotionally involved with 
the patients. And when Warren checked 
out, my goodbye was as crisp and profes- 


sional as that of any nurse. 


HE NEXT WEEK was empty and cheer- 
I had to force myself to smile as I 
the 
passed Room 205 I wondered how soon 
they would be bringing Warren back in an 
alcoholic He needed someone to 
help him fight the sickness; he needed me. 
Warren did come back into my life. but 
not as I dreaded. I left the hospital one 
warm summer evening, more tired and de- 
pressed than usual. The whole world, 
seemed, was so full of pain and sickness 


less. 


waited on patients, and whenever I 


stupor. 
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there was no room for love and 
ighter. As I walked along the driveway, 
Warren suddenly appeared beside me. 

My heart beat faster as I saw his easy, 

ect posture and smooth, unlined face. 
lor a moment, it all seemed unreal. Look- 
ng at him, it was hard to believe I had met 

man lying almost helpless on a hos- 
tal bed. I didn’t know quite what to say. 

Can I give you a lift?” Warren asked. 
Then his smile vanished and he added, “Or 
re you ashamed to be seen with the likes 
. ma? 

Oh, no!” I said quickly. “It’s just that 

g you without—” 

Without what?” he demanded. “Go 
head, say it. Without a load on? Okay, 
| got jilted and went on a bender. I got so 

ted they rushed me to the hospital. But 

ve me, that was the first and only time 

The first and only time?” How often 

| heard those words! No matter how 

they brought Dad home drunk, it was 

st time. to hear him tell it. But I 

In’t let Warren see my disbelief. “I’m 

I said, my voice a little breathless 

ym the shock of jealous pain that his 
rds sent through me. 

He stood there studying me, his eyes 
pleading. “I could almost believe you mean 
he said. “But that’s your business, 
isn’t it? Feeling sorry for people. Let me 

yngratulate you on your good act.” 

[t’s not an act!” I said angrily. “But 
f you find my sympathy so distasteful—” 
and started to walk away. 


f 


ned 





Then my shoulders were being caught in 
a hard grip and | was whirled around to 
face him. “Forgive me?” he begged. “I’m 
a dope for acting as if you’re to blame for 
my private troubles.” 

“Did it hurt so much when—when she 
let you down?” I asked as he led me to his 
car parked at the curb. 

He nodded grimly. “But let’s forget 
about my past,” he said. “I want to prove 
to you that I’m not such a bad guy at all.” 


ARREN PROVED how wonderful he 

was—and more. In the weeks that fol- 
lowed we were together constantly and I 
learned how gentle. how sweet and consid- 
erate he could be. We talked a lot. Warren 
told me all about himself and I did the 
same. But there was one subject we 
avoided. He never mentioned the girl who 
had jilted him and sent him off on a drunk- 
en spree; I kept silent about my father 
and hid my fear that someday my new- 
found happiness would be destroyed by 
drink. 

I knew that some people in this world 
somehow develop a fatal flaw in their make- 
up that leaves them helpless against the 
need to drink. And I also knew that even 
a great love. such as that my mother had 
for Dad. is often not enough to save a 
drunkard from himself. 

One day. when we had driven out to the 
country, Warren tried to tell me about 
the thing that had ruined his life. The girl 
had waited until the day before the wed- 
ding, he told me. then ran off with an old 
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boy friend who had suddenly turned up, 
She hadn’t even bothered to tell Warren, 
but left a note with the best man. 

And all the time Warren was talking | 
wondered whether his drinking had any. 
thing to do with the girl’s running out on 
him. For it seemed that although we 
skirted around the topic, I became more 
and more convinced that my meeting with 
him was not his first experience in the al. 
coholic ward. 

Yet, seeing how the experience had hurt 
and disillusioned him, my heart went out to 
him. We were standing beside a small 
lake, and Warren was gazing out across the 
water, deep in thought. 

“IT knew you’d understand,” he said at 
last. “I guess that’s why I’m happy when 
I'm with you.” Slowly, he turned and 
looked at me. 

I gazed at him steadily. “I'd do anything 
in the world to make you happy, darling.” 

He came over, his eyes burning. “Any- 
thing?” His hands tightened till my shoul- 
ders ached. 

“Anything.” 

His hands slipped down from my shoul- 
ders. clasped my body close against his 
own. His lips moved over my face. search- 
ing slowly until they found my mouth. And 
it was like I knew it would be, only deeper. 
stirring a new hunger in me that was al- 
most too much to bear. 

Right then, it seemed that nothing could 
ever destroy the beautiful thing between us. 
Yet, it was I who became the betrayer. 

The first warning didn’t come until after 
we were married. It was the last day of our 
honeymoon in a cabin near the lake where 
Warren had taken me so often. I cooked a 
special dinner for us and was still in the 
kitchen when Warren returned from a trip 
into town. He stood in the doorway, grin- 
ning slyly, one hand behind his back. He 
sniffed the cake I had baked and said. 
“Looks like we both had the same idea—a 
celebration.” 

He held out the bottle he had behind 
him. “I brought along a jug.” 

“So I see.” I said, hiding the sudden fear 
that gripped me. “Let’s save it. darling. I 
don’t want to interrupt dinner to fix 
drinks—” 

“They’re ready-mixed martinis.” he said. 
searching for some glasses. “They won't 
take a minute.” 

Hurriedly, I put the sizzling steak on 
the table and while he was busy carving it. 
I slipped the still unopened bottle into the 
cabinet underneath the sink. And some- 
how, after the big meal and the special 
dessert I’d fixed, he never got around to 
looking for the bottle. 

I had got him through the first tempta 
tion, but I knew it wouldn’t be the last. 
For three months, I knew, he hadn’t had 
a drink. That night as I lay awake after he 
had gone to sleep, I vowed I would do 
everything in my power to keep temptation 
away. 


? 


HEN WE DROVE AWAY the next 


morning, I conveniently “forgot” the 
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jottle hidden in the kitchen. When we 
reached the city, Warren drove directly to 
the office where he worked. The men at 
the office greeted Warren and me with 
open arms. And then nothing would do 
but drink a toast to our marriage. 

Fortunately, there wasn’t a drop of 
liquor in the office. Thank God! I thought. 
But Warren refused to let the matter drop. 
“Hold everything, folks.” he said. “Get the 
paper cups ready because I’ve got a live 
one out in the car.” 

He dashed outside. while I sat there try- 
ing to make conversation, the 
sight of his face when he returned empty 


dreading 


handed. 

He came back locking puzzled, shaking 
his head. “I don’t dig.” he said. 
have sworn that bottle was in the glove 
compartment.” 

“Up to your old tricks, Warren?” 
of the fellows kidded. “Killing a bottle 
without even knowing it?” 

Only—was he kidding? These men had 
known Warren before I; 
worked with him, gone out with him. Surely 
they knew his drinking habits, even as I’d 
guessed them, although I’d never seen him 
takea drink. Yet. I was so convinced in my 
own mind that he was a drunkard. And I 
was even more positive that I—and I alone 
—was saving him from a fate more horrible 
than death. 

Warren laughed off the joking remarks. 
but when we got back to the car he glanced 
across at me and asked, “Didn’t you 
you'd pack everything. Joyce?” 

“I thought so,” I answered, hating the 
sound of my own voice. “I hope I didn’t 
forget anything else.” 

It wasn’t a lie, not exactly. It 
well, whatever it was it was justified. 
fair in love and war. 
was war and love. 


“T could 


one 


long they’d 


say 


was— 
All’s 
I told myelf, and this 
My love for Warren 
was greater than any moral conceptions of 
tight and wrong; my private war on the 
evil of drink was a battle to the death. 

So far, I was holding my own in this 
grim battle. My white lies and desperate 
maneuvering had enabled me to keep whis- 
key away from my husband. But after set- 
ting up our apartment it was hard to avoid 
going out when we were invited, and it was 
on these visits to the homes of friends that 
the real trouble started. 

There was the time Warren’s boss, Ed 
Alexander, played host with a cocktail 
shaker in his hand. I had my little speech 
all ready: “Warren and I are the kind 
who can get intoxicated just on good com- 
pany, you know.” 

But nobody paid any attention. Ed said, 
“We don’t do this for everybody, 
Warren’s our boy.” He set a drink for me 
on the coffee table and went on to Warren. 
“Besides,” he boomed, “we have to make 
up for that drink you missed at the office.” 

My heart sank. All my careful planning 
was in vain; I had failed to keep that first 


Joyce. 
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exercises. Even if you don’t know a single note now, 
we'll have you playing delightful pieces RIGHT AWAY— 


right from your FIRST lesson! And properly, BY NOTE. 
Simple as A-B-C. Make amazing progress. No special 
‘talent’’ needed. Learn at home in spare time, without a 
teacher. Only few cents per lesson. Soon 









you can play any piece you wish. Over 
900,000 students including famous 
TV star Lawrence Welk 


WRITE FOR FREE BOOK 
Just send this ad, with your name and 
address filled in below, to: U. S. SCHOOL 
OF MUSIC, Studio 347, Port Washing- 


ton, N. Y. (No obligation: no salesman will 

call.) (Our 60th Successful Year.) 
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Shrinks Hemorrhoids — 


AMAZING NEW DISCOVERY | New Way Without Surgery 


Science Finds Healing Substance That 
Relieves Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids 

For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took 
place. 

Most amazing of all — results were sd 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 

The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back guarantee. “Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 
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* 14 FAST-SELLING-FEATURE $1.00 and 
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FREE SAMPLES of 15 Name-Imprinted 
Christmas Card Lines (78 Actual Sample 
Cards) 50 cards for $1.50 and up includ- 
ing family, parchment and scripture text 
cards. 
FREE NEW BIG catalog of novel gift, 
household and baby items, novelties, 
toys and full-color literature of greeting 
cards, gift wrappings and stationery. Plus 
$4.50 worth of samples and greeting cards 
and gift wrappings sent on approval. 

« Everything you need to 

start earning money. 
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| The Secret Of Youthful Beauty 








The Proven “‘Success”’ Way to 


\ Lovelier 
com 


Beauty Treatment Works to 
WARD OFF THOSE UGLY 
PIMPLES AND BLEMISHES 


Famous 


A Sweeter Skin... Nicer to be Near! 


Every bath with “SKIN SUCCESS” Soap helps 
1 stop perspiration odors. That’s because 
the odor-forming bacteria are actually swept 
vay by the marvelous medicated action. 
And the effect keeps getting better every day! 


n 
ex1on 


Easy Low Cost Medicated-Foam 


“SKIN SUCCESS” Soap now can do 
even more than ever to help your poor upset 
skin look better and feel better. Today it is 
enriched with important skin-prescription 
ngredients, including a marvelous new anti- 
eptic. As that gentle, foamy medication gets 
lown to your pores it works on those bad 
urface-skin germs that aggravate and spread 
hose awful blemishes... removes them and 
helps to keep your complexion lovely. 










The Glory of 
a Clear Smooth 
Teen-Age Skin 


Something wonderful happens 
when you work up the rich 
medicated foam of gentle, 
deep-acting “SKIN SUCCESS” 
Soap and let it do its good 
work on your skin for three 
pleasant minutes every day. 
You'll be thrilled to see how 
soon the bothersome irritation 
of pimples and blemishes is 
relieved and your skin gets 
that feeling of new health. 
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In Two New Products 
Make Wrinkles Vanish 


cy Look years younger with amaz- 

Xe? ing “CINDERELLA.” Hides 

ade Wrinkles up to 8 hours. Easily 

removed with soap, water. Money 

back guarantee. 4 oz. plastic 
squeeze bottle only $2.98 ppd. 


Magic Charm Secret a 
Of Egyptian Women 


Of Ages,’’ amazing new liquid cold 
r -up remover chases dirt, dust. 
youthful, lovely. Apply 

Work in gently. Feel it 

grime. Restores natural 
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v es away with water. Money ace 
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For Beautiful Feminine Fragrance 
Solid Lavender Discs That Last Years 
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Me re cx agree than natural Laven- 
flowers guaranteed. In 


atisfaction 
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Makes Nylons 

IG Last "Forever" 
Keg—Amazing new product contains 
“unborn nylon.” Combines with 
weakened nylon fibres. Strengthens 
and renews. Eliminates “baggy” fit. 
Insures long life. Easy to use—just 
add to rinse water when washing. 
yy Only $1.00 ppd. 
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0 @ Send your songs or poems today. 
Music composed for your words. Re- 
cords and copies furnished. Let us try 
to help you be a success in this field. 


HOLLY WOOD TUNESMITHS 


1601 No. Gower St., Dept. J Hollywood 28, Calif. 
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drink out of Warren’s hands. I| watched 
him anxiously as he sat there, sipping his 
drink with obvious enjoyment. I had to 
admire his self control. It had been a long 
time between drinks for him, yet he didn’t 
gulp it down. 

But when we went in to dinner, Warren 
noticed my untouched glass. “Not drink. 
ing, sweet?” he asked. I shook my head, 
He picked up my glass and said, “To your 
health, darling.” 


4*VERYBODY was very gay at dinner, 
everybody but me. I sat all hunched up 
inside, dreading the moment when dinner 
would be over and Ed Alexander would 
serve more drinks. Warren had had just 
enough liquor to get a drinker going. Ed 
brought in a tray of glasses and bottles 
and set them on the table in the living 
“Mix your own poison.” he an 
nounced as he put some records on the hi-f, 

Warren didn’t need urging. His hand 
was on the bottle of Scotch when I went 
over to him. “Warren, honey, could you 
take me home? I don’t feel so well—” 

He stared at me, startled. Without think 
ing, I reached out and took the glass from 
his hand. “Please. Warren,” I pleaded, 
“Can’t we go now?” 

“Sure, honey,” he said, his eyes full of 
concern. He made our apologies to the 
Alexanders, who were sorry to see us leave, 
A short time later we were in the car and 
Warren was asking, “All right, let’s have 
it. What’s the matter, Joyce? Are you 
really ill?” 

For a moment I thought he didn’t believe 

“T feel perfectly rotten,” I said, and by 
this time it was really true. But I hadn't 
counted on Warren’s reaction. 
reason, he got the idea that my sudden, “ill. 
ness” had something to do with pregnancy. 
When we got home. he put me to bed and 
waited on me hand and foot. He was 9 | 
sweet that for a fleeting moment I was sorry | 
it wasn’t true. 

But as he bent over me the scent of the 
liquor he’d had brought back the heart 
breaking memories of my father when he 
tried to get affectionate after having a few 
too many. It would have been so wonderful 
if things could be the way they seemed to 
be. I wept at the thought. 

The next moment I twisted away from | 
Warren, my heart full of anguish. I wasnt 
going to have a baby and I was glad! || 
knew only too well that life was hell for | 
the child of an alcoholic. I knew the ant 
iety of those long hours waiting for my 
father to come home—always in a disgrace 
ful condition. I remembered watching my 
mother’s face, hardly daring to ask que* 
tions but not being able to hold them back 

At first, my mother responded with halt 
hearted fibs that didn’t fool me at all; ther, 
tired and care-worn, she later poured ot! 
her heart to me and it was worse than whl 
I'd seen with my own eyes. 
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She told me of the times Dad staggered 
in too stupefied from liquor to do anything 
for himself. My mother had to undress 
him, put him to bed, then try to clean his 
soiled clothing. She had to stall off bill 
collectors and work to provide food for us; 
she had to carry on and smile bravely in 
the face of pitying stares of our friends 
and neighbors. 

So when Warren pressed me for the 
reason I was acting so strangely, I told 
him all that. He listened patiently as I 
said hopelessly, “Some people can take a 
drink and it makes them feel good. But 
people like my father—and you, Warren— 
they have some kind of sickness. They get 
started and can’t stop. They forget about 
their jobs, their families, their loved ones. 
If they have money, they wind up in an 
alcoholic ward—where I first met you.” 

“So that’s it,” Warren said slowly, when 
[had finished. “I see Ill never live down 
that one -bender.” 

There wasn’t any use arguing about that 
last “one” bender. In fact, arguing is the 
one thing not to do with an alcoholic. I 
sat up, putting my tear-streaked face 
against his, and said, “That’s just what you 
will do, darling—live this whole thing 
down. And I'll help you. Together, we can 
lick anything!” 

There was a strange look on his face as 
he shook his head slowly and said, “With 
all that behind you, you still married me. 
You were willing to take a chance on me, 
not knowing what the future would be. Oh, 
Joyce, you loved me that much!” 

The reverent tone in his voice matched 
the tenderness of his hands that caressed 
my face. I nodded. “I love you enough for 
anything,” I told him. 

Warren said solemnly, “Listen, honey, if 
it will make you feel any better, I'll go on 
the wagon. I’ll never touch another drop.” 

My heart soared. “Oh, I know you can 
do it if you try, darling! Ill help you and 
then—then, maybe we can have a child, 
like we both want.” 

It was a beautiful moment, a high, happy 
moment in our life together. But the mood 
couldn’t last, much as I hoped and prayed 
it would. 


FoR THE NEXT TWO MONTHS, in- 
cluding Christmas with all its enter- 
taining, Warren turned down drinks with 
an air that was casual and charming. And 
each refusal made me love him more. But 
in February, things began to pile up on 
us. There was a flu epidemic in the city 
and Parker Hospital called on all experi- 
enced workers to help care for the sick. 
When I was asked to volunteer, I re- 
fused at first. Warren had been doing won- 
derfully, but I was sure it was only because 
I was constantly by his side, helping him 
0 resist temptation. But Miss Sommers 
pleaded that she was short-handed, so I 
finally agreed to help. 


One night, I had to stay late at the hos- 
pital. It bitter cold, and when I 
phoned Warren to tell him I'd been de- 
layed, he told me that they were having 
trouble with the frozen water pipes in the 
building. But I forgot about it until I got 
home about eight the next morning, 
tired than I’d ever been before. I was hop- 
ing that Warren would be up, maybe with a 
hot breakfast waiting. 

But I was wrong. The kitchen was all 
torn up, with puddles of dirty water all 
over the floor. I wondered how one man 
could have made such a mess. Then I saw 
it hadn’t been one man. Standing on the 
table were three empty glasses and a well- 
used fifth of bourbon. To get away from the 
disheartening sight, I went into the living 
room. I found Warren sprawled across the 


was 


more 


sofa—out cold. 

Maybe it was my childhood memories 
that made him appear so dreadful, lying 
there in rumpled, dirty clothes, unshaven 
and with his head bent at an awkward 


angle. At any rate, sheer horror gripped 
me. 


“Oh, Warren!” I sobbed. It was more a 
cry of pain than any attempt to rouse him, 
but he sat up abruptly. Drunks don’t 
usually waken easily, but I wasn’t in a 
state to think of that at the moment. 

“What's the matter, Joyce?” he 
mumbled, rubbing a hand over his face. 

“Matter! Oh, Warren, how can you pre- 
tend so? I’ve got eyes.” 

He got to his feet. “I get it.” 
twisted into a grim, mirthless smile. 
mean the incriminating 
the kitchen?” 

It was what I meant, but the 
taunting way he said it made me furious. 


His mouth 
“You 
evidence out in 


of course, 


“Well, I should be able to leave you alone 
one night without your—” 

“My what?” 
it!” 


he demanded. “Go on, say 
I couldn’t stand his tone. 
don’t think /’m 
amined!” 
“But I am?” he demanded harshly. 
the criminal, is that it?” 
didn’t say that.” I said defensively. 
“But you did break your promise not to— 
“How do you know that?” Warren asked 
angrily. “You’re accusing me_ without 
find out what really 


I snapped, “I 


the one to be cross-ex- 


“Tm 


” 


bothering to 
pened!” 


hap- 


I knew he was right, but I was too tired 
and too miserable to think straight. I was 
in no condition to judge fairly, especially 
since I was sure that it was my watchful- 
ness that had kept Warren from lapsing in- 
to his old habit. 

“Tell me, Joyce, why do you keep drag- 
ging up my career as a drunk?” 

“Well, you know how I feel about having 
told him. 
“Keeping temptation out of reach is half 
the battle.” 


“You 


liquor around the house.” I 


and your ‘battle’!” he shouted 
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nfully. “Why dont you join the 
WCTU, then you’d have a whole army of 
nagging women with you. I’ve been on the 
1gon because you wanted it, but damn it! 
hat holier-than-thou attitude of yours 
ould drive a preacher to drink!” 
[ called after him as he stormed out, but 
nly answer was the slamming of the 
Then there was silence. and I was 
lone with my tears and heartache. 
ie next 24 hours were the most miser- 
i'd ever lived through. After Warren 
ked out on me. I dropped off into an ex- 
ted sleep. When I awoke. it was eve- 
| had a splitting headache and I 
1 all But alone there in the 
[ did some thinking. I couldn’t stop 
wild rush of thought that spun through 
mind. but I did try to defend myself 
t the self-accusations that kept pop- 


over. 


up 
cidents. snatches of conversations with 
Warren. little victories of my single-handed 
ttle” all came back to me. Despite my- 

| recalled the time we’d returned from 

ty. where Warren had turned down 
drink offered him. My love. my 
him was greater than ever that 





TOUTES THANE 


When a girl is tied to 

her mother's apron strings 
all her life 

it isn't easy to break 
away, even for the man 
she loves 

and it isn't easy 


for her mother to let her go 


“Darling, I was so proud of you,” I said 
happily as we undressed for bed. I kissed 
him intently, my lips telling him I was his 
for the taking. “Make love to me to- 
night—” I whispered. 

He pulled away from me. “Why tonight 
all of a sudden?” he asked. “You've been 
so cold and distant lately.” 

“What I mean.” I faltered under his in- 
tent gaze, “is the stood up to 
temptation and—” 

“T see.” Warren 
very tall beside the 
is to you?” His voice 
“Something to reward me with when I’ve 
been good and then hold back to punish 
me when I’ve been naughty!” 

The romantic mood I felt soon vanished 
in the flood of angry words that followed. 
Now, as I thought about it, I couldn’t es- 
cape the feeling that Warren had been 
right about me. 


way you 
said harshly. standing 
bed. “Is that what love 
was incredulous. 


ND THERE WERE other things that 
~™ returned to haunt me. Hoping to run 
away from such distressing thoughts. I hur- 
riedly bathed and dressed. then drove to 
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Warren’s office, hoping to catch him there, 
I didn’t know what I’d say to him after our 
quarrel earlier in the day, but I felt that 
just seeing him would dispel the gloomy 
mood I’d sunk into. 

But Warren was gone when I got to the 
office. I remembered a restaurant nearby 
where he sometimes went. I went there. 
and sure enough, there was Warren. seated 
at a table near the rear with two fellows 
from the office. Without knowing exactly 
why, I took a seat where they couldn’t see 
me and sat there watching. 

They were just finishing their cocktails 
and my heart fairly ached as I saw Warren 
expertly down his drink. But then. when 
his comapnions ordered another round, | 


saw Warren laugh and shake his head, | 


That was not like a drunkard, I said to my. 
self with a swift intake of breath. In fact, 
after our row, Warren had every reason in 
the world to go off on a drinking spree. Yet, 
there he sat, perfectly sober. and looking 
healthier and more physically fit than 
either of the men with him. 

He certainly did not resemble a drunk. 
ard and I was puzzled by the disappoint 
ment that suddenly came over me. And 
then it came to me, the thing Warren had 
told me many times—he had all along in- 
sisted that his hospital stay was the result 
of his one and only bender. I had blindly 
refused to believe that. But suppose he was 
telling the truth? 

I suddenly realized that I'd clung with 
crazy stubbornness to my need to treat him 
as an alcoholic. My need—that was the 
answer. not Warren’s weakness. 
I’d been searching for an answer to his 
problem and had failed because it wasn't 
his problem in the first place. 

It was my problem. I had some crazy 
need in me to take care of the sick and 
the helpless—maybe to make up for the 


help that hadn’t been given my father. And | 


giving help to someone who doesn’t need it 
can only do harm. What had I done to 
Warren? 

And looking at him then. I could see that 
he didn’t need my help—not the kind I was 
trying to give him. I wondered if he could 
ever forgive me; I wondered how I could 


All along | 





ever make it up to him. Because he loved 


me. he had gone along with my “battle” | 
against liquor; he had “gone on the wag 
on” to please me. I saw that now. 

[ sat there trying to calm the seething 
emotions inside me. I wanted to run over | 
to Warren and go down on my knees to beg 
his forgiveness. I wanted to let him know 
somehow that my eyes were open at last. 

I signalled the waitress when [ saw thet 
Warren and his friends had finished theit 


dinner. “Will you serve those men what} 


ever drinks they want?” I said to her. “And 
put it on my bill.” 
Then I went over, feeling very humble 









to join my husband. THE END 
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He Wouldn’t Set Me Free 


Continued from Page 19 
So 


when devil-may-care Wally settled down 
with me. I just knew life was going to be 
perfect. 

And it was—at first. Wally was a won- 
derful carpenter and knew all about radio, 
He made 
play- 


television and air conditioning. 
a good living building attic rooms. 
rooms and installing bars and bookcases. 
And the way he worked made it possible 
for us to take our fun where we found it, 
any time of night or day. 

But after a while he began to change. At 
first. | thought it was because he didn’t like 
being tied down to the shop I urged him 
to get about six months after we were mar- 
ried. It would give us more security, I 


argued. Wally agreed with me. but it 
seemed that all the fun suddenly went out 
of life. 

Now, as I huddled on the bed with my 


four-year-old daughter trying to comfort 
me. I realized that it was her unexpected 
arrival that had somehow come between 
Wally and me. We had agreed that we 
would not start a for at least a 
couple of years. but about a year after our 
wedding-I discovered I was pregnant. 

“I know we didn’t count on this, dar- 
ling,” I told Wally then, “but after the 
baby comes you'll be glad it happened. 
We'll be happier than ever, just wait and 


family 


see!” 
Only it didn’t turn out that way. Once 
he was resigned to having a child, Wally 


made up his mind it was going to be a boy. 
He tried to hide his disappointment when 
Carole was born, but I could tell that it 
made a difference to him. Then. as the 
haby grew older. Wally began staying away 
from home. 

At first. he made excuses about having 
to work late or running into friends and 
having a few drinks. Finally. it got to the 
point where he even stopped giving alibis. 
I guess even then I was still so head over 
heels in love I couldn’t see straight. 

Anyway. Carole was three years old be- 
fore I discovered that Wally was having 
affairs with other women. I was so shocked 
and so hurt that I wanted to die. I 
couldn’t imagine my Wally making love to 
another woman, yet when I faced him with 
the facts one night. he calmly admitted it. 

We had our first quarrel that night and 
I was so miserable I was sure I never 
wanted to set eyes on him again. But when 
he crept into bed and embraced me, I 
melted like butter on a hot biscuit. After 
that, whenever we had a fight. or whenever 
Wally did something he had no business 
doing, he would use his charm and my need 
for his love to make things all right again. 

But finally he came across a girl who 
had him running around in circles. He 


just 


couldn’t keep his mind on his work and 
both Carole and I suffered. Even worse, he 
began to spend days. even weeks with the 
girl and in desperation. I filed suit for 
divorce. I guess if he hadn’t heen so in- 
fatuated he would have talked his way back 
into my good graces again. But he offered 
no defense and I was granted my freedom 
and awarded custody of Carole. 

But once again Wally had walked back 
into my life. then right out again after he 
got what he wanted. I swore it would never 
I realized I couldn’t trust 
myself not to weaken again. but as I held 
my daughter close to me. I knew there was 
one sure way to be free of Wally forever. 

“Carole. said at last, “How 
would you Uncle Philip to live 


happen again. 


honey.” I 
like for 
here with us?” 
“And Daddy. she asked brightly. 
“No. just you and me and Uncle Philip. 
Wouldn't that be nice?” 
Mommy.” 


too? 


“7 I uess h > said and 
And it hurt me to see her 


been a 


began to cry. 
tears for the man who had never 


real father to her. 
Wr -N I SAW PHILIP that evening. 


said yes to his usual proposal of 
marriage. He was so surprised that he just 


stared at me blankly for a moment, then 
swept me into his arms and said. “Patricia, 
I promise you'll never regret it. I know 
how you’ve been hurt by Wally. but Ill 
make you forget him.” 

“Oh, I want you to. Philip!” I said. “I 


I will forget him.” Then a chill- 
Should I tell him 


want to. 
ing thought struck me. 


that Wally came back? We'd been di- 
vorced. were no longer man and wife, and 


what we did was as wrong and sinful « 
if we had never known each other “sete 
then. 

“There’s—there’s something I must tell 
I said to Philip. wondering just how 
to begin. “It’s about Wally and me.” 

Philip shook his head. “I don’t want to 
hear it. don’t even want you to think 
about him any more. /’m the man in your 


you.” 


life now!” 

I closed my eyes and relaxed in his arms. 
“Oh. you’ve got to make me forget him!” I 
said inwardly. 

Philip and I made our plans. He abso- 
lutely refused to move into my apartment, 
that it full of things to 
remind me of my unhappiness. The wed- 
ding date was set for a month away, and 
as the day approached I prayed that noth- 
ing would happen to spoil I woke up 
each morning full of fear that Wally would 
return. But he didn’t even show up to visit 
Carole any Saturday that month. 

About a week before we planned to go to 


saying was too 
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the county seat and get married, Philip told 
1e that some of his relatives had come to 
) and he wanted me to meet them. [ll 
forget that Friday night. I put Carole 
bed and arranged for Mrs. Simpson 
the hall to look in on her during 

time I was to be away. 
1 | bathed and began to dress care- 
knowing that I had to make a good 
ssion on Philip’s family. I was pull- 
slip over my head when I heard 
loor open. I turned, expecting to see 
Carole paddling in for another goodnight 


The sight of Wally, walking unsteadily 
toward me, shocked me into action. I 
natched up my dress and held it up in 

nt of me. “What are you doing here?” 
[ demanded harshly. 

H’lo. Pat.” he said in a voice that 
howed the effects of his drinking. “Why 
so modest all of a sudden? I’ve seen you in 
less than that slip, remember?” 

\ hot flush stole over my bare arms and 
houlders. spreading up my neck to my 
cheeks. “Don’t you dare start anything, 
Wally!” I hissed. “Now get out of here be- 
seg 
Hold your horses,” he said, weaving 
lightly as he came closer. “I just want 

You're drunk!” I said, grabbing up the 
rush off my dresser, the first thing I could 
put my hand on. “I know what you want. 
but it won’t work this time.” 

His hand flew out and grabbed my up- 

ised arms “Put that thing down and 
listen to me,” he grated. He gave me a 
shove and I fell to the bed. I stared up 
t him, my heart pounding. His touch had 
set off the old familiar chain reaction of 

citement. 

He just stood there, his face screwed up 
in thought. “I just want to talk to you, 
Pat.” he said slowly. “I heard you were 
oing to get married and—” 

‘So you come running back!” I lashed 

“Just like you—dog in the manger! 
You do anything you’re big enough to do 
ind ignore me until you think some other 
is interested in me.” 

No, that’s not why I’m here.” He 
reached into his pocket and fished out the 
door key. “I guess I better give you this.” 

You can keep it,” I said. “Philip and 
[ won't be living here. You and your girl- 
friends can have the place all to your- 


man 


¢ ive Se 

He winced at that and I prodded the 
sore spot again. “You and your women!” 
I said. “I don’t know why you keep coming 
iround me now that we’re no longer mar- 
ried.’ 

Don’t you know, Pat?” he asked, and 
his voice was tight with emotion. “It’s be- 
cause I love you.” 

Ha! Now I'll tell one!” I snapped. 

“No, it’s true. I don’t know if I can 
explain it—” He stopped and ran the back 


< 
05 


of his hand across his lips. “I need a 
drink,” he muttered. 

When he went out to get the drink, I 
tried to think of some way to get him to go 
quietly. Philip would call for me soon and 
I certainly didn’t want him to see Wally 
there. Wally returned while I was still try- 
ing to make up my mind. I decided to play 
along for a while. 

“Well, what is this you’ve got to tell me 
that’s important enough for you to break 
into the apartment?” I asked coldly. 

“Like I said, I don’t know if I can put 
it into words,” he said. “Those other 
women—they meant nothing to me. If you 
hadn’t been—” 

I leaped to my feet and faced him, my 
hands on my hips. “So now it’s my fault!” 
I shouted. “/’m the one to blame for all 
the running around you did!” 

“I’m not trying to say I wasn’t at fault,” 
Wally said, “but don’t you see, there was a 
reason for the way I acted.” I started to 
speak, but he silenced me with a wave of 
his hand. “We started out and everything 
was so wonderful.” he went on. There 
was just you and me, and it was perfect. 
Then the baby came .. .” 

“Now, don’t tell me that was all my fault 
too!” I said. “That baby got here just like 
any other. You’re her father, or are you 
trying to get out of that, too?” 

“Pat! Don’t make it any harder than it 
is for me.” he said in an anguished voice. 





Master Key 

The key to the heart 

Of a girl trim and smart 
Which will bring you 

The kisses you lack 
Quite often will do 

for a motor car, too 
And especially 

A new Cadillac 

—Bob Price 





“Think back. You were just as annoyed as 
I was when you found out you were preg- 
nant. You fretted about losing your looks 
and your figure. You grumbled and sang 
the blues for nine solid months. 

“T didn’t want a family so soon, either. 
But I tried to make the best of it. Then, 
after Carole was born, you went all the way 
in the opposite direction. You were the 
perfect little mother, morning, noon and 
night. You had no time for me, and like a 
spoiled brat, I resented it.” 

Wally downed his drink and I saw that 
although he was drunk he was making 
sense. As he talked. his words were clear 
and his thoughts flowed freely. Disturbing 
thoughts they were, too. 

Wally went on: “That was my mistake— 
my sin. Jealous of my own kid! But re- 
member, you didn’t make it any easier for 
me. I got to brooding about not having the 
son I wanted, and not having the wife and 
playmate I once had.” 


Suddenly, he was on his knees before 
me. “Don’t you see, darling? We were 
both wrong. We didn’t earn what we had, 
so we lost it. Believe it or not, up to the 
very day of the divorce I was hoping you’d 
change your mind.” 

“IT thought you wanted your freedom, so 
I gave it to you,” I said, forcing the words 
from my dry throat. “That night you— 
you came back, then ran away. What about 
that, Wally?” 

Tears welled up in his eyes. “I love you 
so much. I couldn’t stay away. I swear | 
didn’t mean for things to go that far. I just 
wanted to prove to you that we still cared 
for each other. But when I took you in my 
arms—lI couldn’t stop.” 

My voice seemed to be coming from 
someone else as I said hesitantly, “That 
was partly my fault too. I—I didn’t want 
you to stop. But then, after you left with- 
out a word...” 

Angrily, he brushed away his tears. “Be- 
cause afterwards I realized how wrong it 
was. We committed a sin because we were 
no longer married. [| felt so bad about it ] 
couldn’t face you, Pat. And I’ve cursed 
myself every day since then for taking ad- 
vantage of you.” 

I smiled crookedly. “Well, where does 
that leave us?” I asked. “Sounds like we 
both made a mess of our lives.” 

Wally stood up and poured another 
drink. “But you’ve got a chance to make 
a new start. It doesn’t matter about me. 
You and Carole are the important ones. 
Now. I’ve been checking up on this guy, 


Philip Woods. He’s okay—good job, a nice | 


respectable guy. Just remember one thing. 
Pat—if you love him, Jet him know it and 
keep on telling him. Earn his love and 
work to keep it. Don’t expect him to dish 
it out to you on a silver platter.” 

Wally suddenly looked weak and sick. 
He set down his glass and smiled thinly. 
“Guess I don’t need any more of that. Ever 
since that night ... no food . . . no sleep 
. . . just whiskey to make me forget.” He 
turned and staggered out of the bedroom. 
“Can’t forget Pat... my Pat... still 
love: er...” 

He made it as far as the living room, then 
stumbled and fell heavily on the floor. 
Sobbing brokenly, I tugged and _ pulled 
until I got him part of the way on the 
sofa. Then I loosened his tie. His heavy 
breathing and incoherent mumbling fright: 
ened me. So when the doorbell rang, | 
rushed to open it. 

Philip stood there, a shocked look on 
his face. I looked down at myself and saw 
I was still in my slip. But I didn’t care 
what he thought. Wally was ill and needed 
help. “Oh, Philip, hurry!” I cried. “Help 
me get him to bed.” 

Philip sniffed as he bent over Wally. 
“He’s just drunk, Patricia,” he said. “I'll 
call a cab for him.” 

“You'll do no such thing!” I snappet 








“Help me put him to bed.” 
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Confessions Of A Nude 


(Continued from Page 31) 


with nudes, and the artist puts 
lothes on them sometime before it reaches 
final stage and delivery. This way, the 
rtist can capture the actual human form. 
Besides, the female body is supposed to 
like a textbook to an aspiring artist, no 
tter whether they’re going to be an ar- 
hitect or a commercial designer or what, 
have to start out learning to draw the 
man body and they relate everything 
else to it. They learn foreshortening from 
he nude form, shadowing and lighting and 
things of that sort. 
During the course of my modeling ca- 
| have posed for safety posters, for 
Christmas cards, for calendars, for murals, 
or portraits to be hung in homes, illustra- 
tions for children’s books, cartoons for 
newspapers. almost anything in which a 
female form could be used. 
[hese sittings vary greatly in time and 
ney. Two hours would be about the 
iortest working time, because unless you 
being paid a tremendous amount of 
oney. it doesn’t pay you to go to the sit- 
ting. As far as money is concerned, you 


rk for what you can get, depending upon 
job to be done and the financial re- 


| jinxed everything that 


|! touched—my mother, 


my father. Well, | wasn't 


going to have anything hap- 


pen to Eddie. | loved him 


too much fo ruin his life 
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sources of the artist. But the main thing is 
never let an employer think that you stuck 
him, because you might want to come back. 
I might pose for a particularly good stu- 
dent for nothing, simply because | am in- 
terested in art and would want to see him 
get ahead. while I would charge a high rate 
to someone I felt could afford it. 

As for working hours, when my schedule 
is heavy. I have a full day, beginning at 
about six o’clock in the morning when I 
get up to give my daughter her breakfast 
and pack her off to a baby sitter until about 
eleven o’clock at night when the taxi driver 
brings me home. During the day. I prob- 
ably will have worked for about four dif- 
ferent studios for three-hour sittings, pos- 
ing for twenty to twenty-five minutes at a 
time with ten-minute breaks. 

Modeling is really hard 
though people don’t believe it. 

And, unfortunately, there are some peo- 
ple who think that being a nude model 
really means being a little bit more than 
just a nude model. But you find that the 
people who are giving a little bit more are 
not really models. This is my pet peeve of 
all pet peeves—girls who are what you 


work. even 


VeDUNANENENE 





Read 


AFRAID 
TO 
LOVE 


In the August issue 


of TAN 





might delicately call “otherwise employed” 
and tell people that they are models. |; 
seems that most people meet such girls be. 
fore they meet a legitimate model. and they 
form their opinions from the first impres. 
sions. When they meet a real model. they’ye 
already decided what goes because they 
met Mary Smith who said she was a model 
and she was a tizzy. But if Mary Smith had 
really been a nude model, they would prob. 
ably never have run into her because she 
wouldn’t have had the time to be flouncing 
around. 

Frankly. I stay pretty busy, booking up 
year in advance. In a year’s time. I might 
work in or out of the States in five different 
locales. A typical week night require a trip 
to the beauty parlor to keep my hair jus 


: 
so, body massages to keep body tone and 


proportion, a pedicure, because my fee 
are exposed a lot of the time, manicures, 
dance coaching for poise. I would also haye 
to keep my clothes up, because nobody 
wants a model coming into their studio in 
jeans. And if you’re going to be photo. 
graphed, a person who has been up booz 
ing all night certainly can’t look good be. 
fore a camera. This is very important toa 
model. She can’t look on paper like she has 
just fallen out of some barn. 

And as far as all the supposed extra-cur- 
ricular sex activity is concerned. probably 
nobody is as cold as the average model. 
Sort of like the butcher who at day’s end 
has had contact with so much meat that he 
goes home and eats eggs. When a model 
has been busy exuding sex for pin-ups. 
looking motherly for commercial layouts. 


being emotional for magazine ads, she 
doesn’t have very much time or energy left | 


to be making out with all the fellows who 
might have ideas. 
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Still. since there are many more girls | your n 


wanting modeling careers than there are _ ‘elephe 
jobs in the field, the percentage who resort change 
to other means of support while claiming With 
to be models is pretty high. sion, T 
Besides. an artist who hires a girl to pose} 4 nude 
and is paying her by the hour is just like Iam ¢ 
any other man in business who, say. hires etter. 
somebody to paint a wall for him in six! Cause I 
hours, or do any other kind of job. He ev in the 
pects results for his money. Nothing peeves, W4Y of 
an artist more than for a girl to come to his than nt 
studio with the idea in mind that she will | Paid. I 
show him just how much woman she is o | Very tir 
how much sex she can exude. Such a gitl | ing one 
often winds up being thrown out of the st Still, 
dio and sometimes being reported to Mot where | 
els’ Bureau. which has too many girls to be } Poraril; 
bothered with those who don’t know hov } think ¢] 
to conduct themselves. would ¢ 
Another thing: an artist can’t do any J Connect 
thing with lewd poses. It’s a waste of time § @oid g 
A commercial artist who has layouts to d The t 
has no use for obscenity. If he happens eling is 
be a fellow who will knock off work to have& Mind ye 
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a good time. he usually doesn’t call the 
model back when he needs to get some 
work done. And the boys do have a way 
of getting together and talking things over 
where a model’s behavior is concerned. 

I'm not trying to convey the idea that no 
model ever appeals to any artist or vice 
yersa. This would be a lie. As in any work, 
now and then two people are going to come 
together who click. If it happens to be an 
artist and a model, it’s just one of those 
things. 

And I’m not trying to say that successful 
nude models are ones who sit up on the po- 
dium and glare back at the artist—this 
isn’t true either. No artist would want to 
draw a woman who sits there like a stone, 
unless that’s the type of thing he happens 
to be doing that day. 

Actually. I wish I could say that I had 
never met the kind of guy who calls him- 
self an artist and asks a girl in for one 
thing and then turns out to have something 
else altogether in mind. I have met just 
that kind of guy. But this is rare rather 
than usual. But if a girl is a good model. the 
average artist likes to use her again. and 
if he antagonizes her. makes her uncomfort- 
able by getting carried away, she won't 
come again, or if she does, it makes for an 
uncooperative situation while she is pos- 
ing. He probably wouldn’t be able to get 
much out of her in posing because she 
wouldn’t be very relaxed. fearing that any 
minute he might pounce upon her. or that 
he might spread a story about making out 
with her whether she really did or not. 
And, she might tell a story about him. 

Frequently, though. there will be crack- 
pots who see your picture in the newspaper 
or someplace and somehow find out who 
you are and where you live or your tele- 
phone number and drive you half out of 
One 


telephone until [ had to have my number 


vour mind. guy worried me on the 
changed. 

With all these problems of the profes- 
sion, I wouldn’t advise anyone to become 
a nude model. Nude modeling. as far as 
[am concerned. is a means to an end—a 
better end. I hope. I’m modeling not be- 
cause I think it is the most glamorous thing 
in the world, but because it is a quicker 
way of getting where I am trying to go 
than nursing would be. because I’m better 
paid. But it’s a very trying occupation, a 
very tiring occupation and a very demand- 
ing one. 

Still, if a girl finds herself in a position 
where she might have to pose nude tem- 
porarily—and that is what I would like to 
think that most nude models are doing—I 
would advise her to be sure she made her 
connections with authorized agencies to 
avoid getting taken in by frauds. 

The thing to keep in mind in nude mod- 
eling is to be down-to-earth, relaxed—and 
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mind your own morals! 
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He Made Me Hate All Men 


(Continued from Page 39) 


cultivated the past four years. It was not a 
rational emotion. And I was not sure what 
caused it. All I knew was that my heart 
constricted and I got all goose flesh when 
men looked at me the way they do at an 
attractive woman. 

It was a strange feeling, a frightening 
one. Just the thought of being held help- 
less, overpowered by brute male strength 
made me feel all sick inside. Somehow, 
that fear of masculine strength and domi- 
nance grew into loathing. 

Yet. as librarian, I had to be at the 
dance. so I couldn’t very well call off my 
date with Ted. I told myself it was silly 
to be afraid of someone like Ted, who had 
been in the same classes with me at school 
and had visited our house countless times. 
But I was so nervous when he came by to 
pick me up that I could hardly make it 
down the steps and into his car. 

If only he doesn’t try to touch me, I 
thought all the way there. At the dance, I 
managed to avoid Ted and the other men 
who tried to dance with me by pretending 
to be too busy seeing that things went right. 
But towards the end of the evening. Ted 
blocked my path as I scurried from one 
side of the hall to the other. 

“Hello. he said. “I’m 
the guy who brought you here.” 

“Oh. Ted. I’m so sorry,” I said. 
know how it is.” 

“No. I don’t know how it is, Sally. Tell 
me about it.” 

For a moment, 
and I tried to think up some flip answer. 


Remember me?” 


“But you 


I thought he was joking. 


But he went on, “I’m serious. You've 
avoided me—and I don’t mean just tonight, 
either. As long as I’ve known you. Sally. 


you've acted as if it would kill you to un- 
bend a little and be human.” 

He took my arm and started toward the 
dance floor. I said angrily, 
careful not to raise my voice. 


“Let me go!” 
“People are 
watching you!” 

“They're watching you,” he said. pulling 
me into his arms and swinging into step 
with the music. “They’re wondering why 
you haven’t had one dance tonight, not even 
with the fellow who brought you here.” 

His arms held me tight and I was forced 
to follow. I was so angry I couldn’t see 
straight. “You’re humiliating me just be- 
cause you’re stronger than I am,” 
straining to hold myself away 
lean, hard body. “I hate you! 
men!” T spat out. 

We finished the dance in silence. I fought 
hard against the strange excitement that 
spread over me, tried to quiet the pound- 
ing of my pulse as we glided over the floor 
and swayed to the music. Ted’s arm around 
me pressed me against him. guided me this 


I said, 
from his 
I hate all 


way and that. Like being a puppet on a 


string, I thought resentfully. 

Finally, the dance ended and my palms 
were damp with perspiration when I 
stepped back from my partner. I didn’t 


dance any more that night. When the af- 
fair was over Ted took me home and left 
me on my doorstep with a polite goodnight. 
He never again asked me to go out with 
him. I told myself it didn’t matter. There 
was more to life than submitting meekly 
to the superior strength of an egotistical 
male. 

HE THING that disturbed me. however, 

was that just thinking about Jud Way- 
man gave me the same uncomfortable sen- 


sation that came from close contact with 


other men. And now, as I drove my little 
coupe through the streets to Jud’s house. 


the unbidden chills began to race along my 
spine. I was so angry at Jud for making 
me feel the way I did that I almost went 
through a red light. “Damn Jud Wayman, 
anyway!” I muttered under my breath as 
[ jammed on the brakes. 

Johnny. sitting beside me, braced him- 
self against the dash and asked solemnly, 
“Does that mean you’re in love with Jud 
like Angie said?” 

I bit my lip to keep from blurting out 
an angry denial. Johnny was just a child 
and there was nothing except curiosity be- 
hind his question. I'd have to handle it as 

did all his other questions. 
learn to call Jud ‘Father’ or ‘Dad.’ ” 


hoping to divert his attention. 


“You must 
I said, 
“Are you going to marry him?” Johnny 
insisted. 
“No, I’m not!” 
“Why? Because 
“Tl could marry Jud- 
law against it,” 


I said sharply. 
he’s my father?” 
I mean, there’s no 
I tried to explain. “Jud is 


my brother-in-law, not my brother. But I’m 
not in love with him and I’m not going to 
marry him, so get that idea out of your 
head!” 

Just then something on the street caught 
his eye and he quickly dropped the sub- 
ject. I 
thoughts to how 


sighed in relief and turned my 
I should act when I met 
Jud. As it turned out, there was no need 
to prepare myself. Jud was not at home. 
So | Bates, 


the elderly lady who was Jud’s housekeeper 


turned Johnny over to Mrs. 
and who would be taking care of Johnny. 

I don’t know what I expected, but John- 
ny’s goodbye was heartbreakingly casual 
and brief. 
one corner of the yard and dashed away 
without even a kiss for me. 


He spotted a puppy playing in 


“He don’t mean nothing by it, honey.” 
Mrs. Bates said, 
eyes. “Looks like he never had a dog. A 


boy needs a dog, and that’s for sure.” 


seeing me wipe my moist 
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[t seems as though boys need a lot of 
things.” I said, remembering Angie’s re- 
mark about a boy needing his father. 

“That’s a fact.” said Mrs. Bates, nod- 

ling. “Sure you won’t wait for Mr. Way- 
in?” 

[ shook my head and with a final, linger- 

« look at Johnny, I turned to go. Half- 
down the walk, I looked up and found 
elf face to face with Jud. “Well, we’ve 

sot company, I see,” he said pleasantly. 

Hello.” I managed to say. “I—I brought 
Johnny to you.” 

But you’re not leaving so soon, are 

?” he asked. 

Just then, Johnny spotted his father and 

ime running across the lawn and leaped 
into his arms. It was a shock to see 

y much alike they were. The boy’s deep- 
serious eyes were the same as his fa- 

and his quick, boyish smile was the 
\irror-image of Jud’s. I stood there envi- 
watching Johnny as he smiled up 
ffectionately, until I heard Mrs. Bates say, 
y, ain’t that a pretty picture! You all 
such a nice-looking family I wish I 

id a camera.” 

[ felt my cheeks burn as Jud looked at 
ind said, “I think she’s got something 
[—well. perhaps I can stay for a few 
ites longer,” I said, unable to think of 

sraceful way to make a hasty exit. 

\ short time later, the three of us sat in 
dining room. Johnny was eating cook- 
Mrs. Bates brought in and sipping a 

lass of milk. Jud offered me a drink, but 
[ said no. He poured himself a drink, then 
there turning it in his hands. “There’s 
1ething I want to talk about, Sally, and 
hought I might need this drink.” He 
iled wryly and set the glass aside. “But 
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I want to be cold sober. so I think I'll wait. 
I'll probably need it afterwards.” 

I tried to force myself to return his 
steady gaze. but the look in his eyes made 
me self-conscious. I lowered my eyes to my 
folded hands. “I'll be happy to discuss 
anything concerning Johnny’s welfare,” I 
told him. 

“Fine. That’s exactly what it’s about. 
First of all,” Jud said, “I realize this is a 
big change in the boy’s life—he lived with 
you for so long—so I want you to feel free 
to visit as often as you like.” 

“Thank you,” I murmured. 

“Say. Jud, why doesn’t she stay here with 
Then she wouldn’t have to visit,” 
Johnny burst out. 

“Johnny!” I said, aghast. 

Jud merely grinned. “I was coming to 
that, son. You must be a mind-reader.” 

I twisted and untwisted my fingers. not 
daring to look up. “I’ve tried to teach 
Johnny not to butt in when grownups are 
talking,” I said in a low voice. 

“That’s right, Jud.” Johnny babbled. “I 
butt in when Angie told Sally she was in 
love with you.” 

My hands flew to my mouth and stifled 
the gasp that rose in my throat. Jud’s grin 
widened. “Angie’s in love with me?” he 
prompted. 

Johnny shook his head. “You got it all 
mixed up. Sally’s in love with you ’cause 
Angie said—” 

I finally found my voice. “That’s enough 
of that. young man!” I said sternly. 

“Right. son. That’ll be enough. Like 
Sally said. it’s wrong to butt in on grown- 
ups—except maybe this once.” Jud came 
over and took my arm. I was so confused 
and embarrassed I let him lead me into the 
I almost collapsed on the 


us? 


living room. 
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“What Johnny said just now—I want to 
explain,” I stammered. 

“That you love me.” The way he said it, 
it was not a question but a statement. “] 
thought so—I hoped so, Sally. All those 
times I came around to your house—” 

“But you came to see Reba!” 

He shook his head slowly. “Not really, 
You see, Sally, you were very young then 
and Reba—well, it was hard for any man 


to ignore her for long. Oh, I admit I was | 


attracted to her, but I didn’t want to marry 
her.” 

I knew that was true. but I said. “That's 
no way to talk. Reba’s gone now and—” 

“And we've got to quit living in her shad. 
ow!” he said quickly. He sat down beside 
me and I felt the hatred rising in me, up 
from the pit of my stomach to a bitter lump 
in my throat. 

“T want to tell vou how it was.” Jud con- 
tinued. “Reba didn’t really want to get 
married. She was too busy having fun, 
being the life of every party. I’m not com. 
plaining. She was my wife and I tried to 
make a go of things. But then when she 
learned Johnny was on the way. she sud- 
denly changed.” 

“Changed? How It seemed at last | 
was getting close to the mystery that sur. 
rounded my sister’s married life. Some. 
thing warned me not to listen to Jud, but 
I had to know the truth. 

Jud bowed his head and I could barely 
hear him when he spoke. “Reba didn’ 
want to have a baby.” he said. “She—well. 
I’ve started so I might as well finish.” His 


9” 








voice shook with emotion. “Your sister was 
afraid. So afraid that she wanted to get 
rid of the baby.” 

“That’s a lie!” I shouted. 

“No. it’s the truth,” he said grimly.’ 
“Women seldom die in childbirth nowe- 
days. But Reba had tried so many thing 
to—” He shrugged. “She just wasn 
strong enough to pull through, the doctors 


es 


said.” 

I lashed out in blind fury. My hand) 
caught him on the side of the face and! 
felt a surge of triumph race through me @ 
the astonishment written all over his face 
But he recovered in an instant and caught 
my hand in a vise-like grip. “You do lov 
me,” he said. 

“You’re crazy. I hate you!” 

He held me so I couldn’t move. ther! 
brought his face closer and closer to mite i 
I kicked and squirmed, but it was no us / 
“T say you love me, and I'll prove it,” Jui 
said with a confidence that infuriated m 
even more. 

I closed my eyes and pressed my lips w) 
gether tightly, determined not to submit) 
his kiss. But then his lips were on mith 
and it was like nothing I had ever experf 
enced. My heart felt wonderfully alive a} 
I seemed to melt from the warmth thé 
pulsed all through me. 

Gradually, my lips relaxed to receive bi 
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ardent kiss. When he finally released me 


— I was gasping for breath and my head fell 
against his shoulder. Amazingly, all the 


id it, hate I had been nursing inside me had 


“ 
| suddenly vanished. The emotion that re- 
108e 












































placed it was new to me, but it was as if 
[had been waiting all my life for just such 
a thrilling sensation. 
sally, “You see, darling, I love you, too,” Jud 
then was saying. “We'll forget everything that 
man happened in the past and make a new 
| Was start.” 
larry A sudden fear gripped me. Perhaps this 
new emotion was too good to last. “Do you 
‘hat’s think we can, Jud?” I asked timidly. 
dq— His smile reassured me. “Of course we 
shad. can. I want to marry you not because 
eside Johnny needs a mother or because you’re 
e, up Reba’s sister, but because you’re you.” 
emp ' And his kiss convinced me that was the 
best reason in the world. THE END ‘ : , 
| con- HE: “You have the loveliest hair.” SHE: “I use Long-Aid!” 
O get 
=} Hollywood To Harlem ichi i : 
| Hollywood To Harle p wishing for Long-Looking Hair 
: & 
ied to (Continued from Page 15) 
n she Af ; ti Bert USE LONG-AID —the most glamorous hair dressing 
> sud: ter many years separa ion er that you can buy. Unlike ordinary dressings, Long-Aid es. 
Howell and his ex-partner 7 fun, Buddy supplies your hair with 3 active elements that make | 
last | Bowser. decided to team again and lined up your hair look longer, lovelier . . . softer to the touch Y | 
— an extended tour of bookings throughout . so much easier to manage. i 
Some Europe. But unfortunately their agent suf- Long-Aid for hair loveliness is rich in nature’s own } e 
1 we fered a fatal heart attack before the take-off lanolin lubricates dry, thirsty scalp—makes hair | 
. and now the boys are frantically trying to lock longer, softer. Wonderful Long-Aid provides your 
find out who the European contact was, but hair with deltyl aighe ” ee hair, 
barel with no clue in sight. give it a protective shield against dampness, perspira- 
didn't } tion keeps hair smartly styled from morning till os ne SA 
. . ° . . » é 
well Comedian Mantan Moreland, who night. And Long-Aid contains new miracle K-7, special- \ ae 
* His already has suffered two slight heart at- ly medicated to fight dandruff, kill certain harmful ar 
a Ae: é scalp bacteria ... keep your hair fresh, clean-smelling. ‘ 
er Was tacks, has been busy rehearsing a dance | é ‘ ae 
ge , i 5 : Order now! Only $1.00; economy size $3.00. 
to gt} act with “The Sandman.” Mantan says in 
SOINE dans tu wen. cuted socend hou ORDER FROM LONG-AID’S COMPLETE LINE OF AMERICA’S FINEST HAIR AND BEAUTY PRODUCTS! 
“eccentric” dancer in America—Ray Bol- | 
rimly.| ger was top man. Anyway, he had to give <>, 
now | up the dancing. again. é — ; 
ae bbewh raul Ge 
thing § . . =e ee 
weil Blues singers occasionally turn pu- thes 5 ‘Di 
Nees gilistic, like in the case of the “queen,” are gal owe cr 
( si ‘. 7 P : hae . . LONG-AID WHITE PRESS- LONG-AID BLEACH AND LONG-AID HOT OIL LONG-AID SULPHUR—for 
“eg Sagem who wasn’t fooling ING COMPOUND rich in GLOW —wakes up dark, TREATMENT — feeds dry, abused. burned, itching 
; when she c . a : . ene anolin and olive oi ull complexion! Conceals oil-starved scalp and hair scalp! Relieves scalp ec- 
- hand h she lecided midway during a per Protects hair from dry ugly blotches, blemishes with nature-rich lanolin zema, dandruff. Gives 
a formance on stage in Miami. “awtheheck- ness, burning. Preserves while it bleaches. Guar- Helps restore life, nat- hair new strength, elas- 
and | ithit” ee ss : press longer! Contains no antees lovelier, lighter ural beauty. Use hot or ticity. Makes scalp feel 
pense withit” and caused fifth husband. Eddie stitt oils. ONLY 6Oc plus skin. ONLY 75c plus tax. cold. ONLY 60c plus tax. healthy, alive! ONLY 
. on Chamblee, to make a hasty exit. It was a z oe 
Ss 
real swinging affair. with his saxophone 
caught ‘sande , om MAIL NO RISK C W 
lo ll running close second. COUPON NS 
i t 
‘a 
New York’s Apollo has added a ! LONG-AID COMPANY, DEPT. T-114, i 
corp of registered nurses to the regular = : P. O. BOX 2006, SEMPEES 5, SEN. . 
> ther the st: = wae e -™ LONG-AID SHAMPOO Please rush me Long-Aid products checked below, cash, check or t 
atre staff. During the all-gospel show: PLUS EGG—with hair i money order enclosed. = : : 1 
> mint) (usually featuring the Clara Ward Singers, oor car ulossaane 1 — Long-Aid with K-7. Regular [7] Long-Aid Hot Oil Treatment ' 
“ee s ee wingly ae Ss Be inchidi 
no use. § The Harmonizing Four, The Pilgrim Trav- clean, silky to touch j size $1.10 including tax. ss ge inc luding tax. . . 
aca ‘- . ‘ easier to manage. Con. § Large Economy size $3.30 in- [ ] ang-Ald Sulpher $1.00, no ¢ 
t.” Jui) elers, et cetera, et cetera) which are getting ditions any hair! ONLY I cluding tax. _ = te Aid Sh Plus E | 
—— ang-Aid Shampoo us Egg 
ted me) $0 +i you can bet they’re kept busy wwe ! Long-Aid White Pressing L_] a or bag A areft B i 
W . 7 Compound 66c inc. tax. ong-? andru emover 
ith the smelling salts. 1 se rape nea a } Shampoo 50c, no tax. 7 
m Ong-Al eac an slow 
s te . . sie r a : or send C.O.D. 
et $64,000 Question of the day: Will ; padi dhe oO ' = ; 
ymit t . ; hed . siting < No C.O.D.’s outside continental United States. No orders shipped 
Sugar Ray Robinson retire from the ring? I less than $1.00. IMPORTANT! You save C.O.D. and postage ates 1 
n mitp If all the rumors are true he’ll be kept I by sending full amount with order. Then we pay all postage!) I 
exper} pretty busy making movies maybe with LONG-AID DANDRUFF | NAME_____ ; 
ive ri _ Sinatra, or Gregory Peck, or maybe washes away dandruff! | appRESS i 
thi wit — “ a Lanolin-rich—leaves dry, a 
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ERE’S NEW HOPE for you, 

@\y Here’s HOW to MAKE MORE 

4 MONEY QUICK! Then you'll 

have Money to get the things 

you've always wanted. Be our 

Agent for Valmor and Sweet 
Brown Products. Fast Sellers—Face Powder, Beauty Creams, 
Hair Dressing, Perfumes, Sachet powders and Incense. No 
xperience needed. Full or Spare Time. 3 MONEY MAKIN 

$20.00 ina day. WR ‘OW for Ld MONE IAKING 
Agents’S AMPLE CASE Offer. VALMO 

2451 So ev Ave., Dept. A- os. Ehieage yy Ti 
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SAN WOMAN 
WANTS A BABY 


Doctor's Invention Gives New Help 


Any woman now gets her own special days when she will 
er st likely to Become pregnant—with a Doctor’s won- 
rf vention called ADVIS-A-GUIDE. Because ADVIS- 
4-GU IDE whichis a purse-size automatic indicator) quickly 
shows you your own special days when you are most likely 
to be fertile. Most important—these special fertile days of 
rs are the only days when you will be most likely to con- 
ceiveachild. And you get these speci ial fertile days of yours 
isimply when vou use ADVIS-A-GUIDE. Bestofali 
‘Doctors and the Church approved and recommended 
A D\ VIS-A-GUIDE principle. Many women have told me their 
\DVIS-A-GUIDE has helped make their married life a 
very happy time. It can do as much for you because you get 
100°; money-back guarantee. Just send me your 
and address with 25c in coins or stamps. When postman 
y ADVIS-A-GUIDE— sent you ina plain package 
personal and complete with simple instructions— pay 
plus postage on this 100°. money-back guaran- 
vour ADVIS-A-GUIDE for 10 days. If youare not 
tied—if you are not delighted with the way it 
) your marriage relations — return it to me. Ht 

send your full purchase price right back to you by air- 
mai 1. (You can save 42c postage by sending full price of 
h or money order or check when you write “+ me. 

n | pay all postage.) Write me ate 7 
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Mrs. *"* L. Fredericks, Director, Dept. 
BIRTH RESEARCH CO., 1000 6th Ave., 


New York 18, N.Y. 
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In Love With My Doctor 


(Continued from Page 25) 


asking “Really?” and, “Honestly?” and, 


“Sure enough?” 


AND WHEN they came and took me into 

the operating room and put me to sleep 
I dreamed about him. It was the most 
shameless nightmare I ever had. 

In the revery of the pain-killing narcotic 
they gave me and the smell of the ether. I 
dreamed we were on the shores of a desert 
island where his yacht had run aground and 
the only other people around were a few 
uncivilized natives who looked like Hawai- 
ians and wore very few clothes. We were 
having a gay, carefree loving time, just sit- 
ting at the side of the ship watching the 
natives play on the beaches. We didn’t care 
about being shipwrecked. We didn’t care 
about furniture bills or getting new clothes 
or what kind of car to buy. 

The limbs of the trees on the shore of 
our island were heavy with delicious fruits, 
and every now and then one of the natives 
would swim out to us and bring a big gourd 
full of delicacies. We would laugh and kiss 
and eat and then we would just hold each 
other very close. It seemed in my dream 


that we never spoke. Only our eyes com- 


municated. We would just look at each 
other and we would know each others’ 
thoughts. 


The things we did together in that ether- 
inspired dream were absolutely awful. 

When [ regained consicousness. as fate 
would have it. the first face I saw was his. 
He was there beside the bed tugging solic- 
itously at my pillow to make certain I was 
comfortable. My first reaction was to grab 
the covers to make sure I was covered up. 

“You're perfectly all right. young lady.” 
he said. It was the first time I had ever 
heard his voice. It sounded just like I had 
dreamed it did in my table 
dream. He wrote something on my chart 
while I kept staring at him. The sound of 
my own voice startled me as I finished the 
sentence and realized [ had been talking. 

“You’d be surprised at what was going 
on in my mind while I was in the operating 
room.” [ had blurted out in the giddiness 
before the effects of the ether had worn off. 

He just smiled. He put my chart back at 
the foot of the bed and came up toward me. 

“Anesthesia affects people in a lot of 
different ways.” he said chuckling. “Here, 
I’ve got something for you—you were such 
a wonderful patient.” And he pulled a 
single red rose out of his pocket and stuck 
it into my hand. Then he was gone. 

A nurse came in a few seconds later. I 
became aware that I was in pain. She gave 
me two pills and I dropped off to sleep, 
crushing the rose in my hand. 

Carl was sitting in the chair by the bed 


operating 





calling my name when I awoke. I smiled 
at him and he asked how I was. I told him 
I was sure I would be all right. My mind 
leaped to the thought of the rose. I gripped 
my hand but it wasn’t there. Carl told me 
I looked the same, that he wasn’t a very 
good cook, that he had found his shirts 
and socks all right and that he had a lot of 
work he had to do at home. 

He was gone before I clearly 
aware that he was there. 

(nd then the women in the room started 
again. They had had visitors, and all of 
them had big bouquets of flowers and cards 
and boxes of candy and they were talking 
about all the news their visitors had 
brought them. They talked about how 
mean the nurses were and who were the 
good doctors and who the bad ones were, 
and they wound up just before the lights 
were put out talking about how “pretty, 
he’s just plain pretty” Dr. White was. 

[ went to sleep with my operating-room 
dream and their words embedded deeply 
in my mind. 

He was standing there mothering over 
me like an old hen when I awoke. “No 
temperature,” he said with obvious satis 
faction. “Pulse normal,” he observed. “I'm 
really delighted with you.” he said. He 
tucked another red rose into my hand. 

“Did you hear what he said,” the woman 
in the bed next to me asked across the 
Then, turning to me, she said, 

you’ve made a conquest!” 
The thought of it 


became 


room. 

Honey. 
I laughed happily. 

intrigued me. 


(THE NEXT two days went like that. Dr. 

~ White would come in and check m 
temperature and pulse, examine me while 
I quivered in embarrassment. tuck the 
usual rose in my hand and tell me how 
“delighted” he was with me. 

Then the other women in the room would 
start. It was great fun. They gave the 
mean nurses the devil. They talked about 
the terrible food and then they talked about 
doctor and the nice things he 
Carl would come and stay é 

then rush away to his work 


my “pretty” 
said to me. 
few minutes; 


bench. I missed him and our home very | 
much—in a way. But I was having a really 


delightful time in the hospital. 


When the nurse told me I was free to 0 _ 


home I didn’t even want to leave. 


Carl was at work. so I called a taxicab. 


Dr. White came in as I was about to leave 
and walked down to the cab with me. 
“Should I come in to see you anymore, 
I asked expectantly. 
“Oh. yes.” he said. “I'll have to see yol 
a couple of times during the next week 
so. Here’s my office address. [Let's s% 
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Thursday when I’m not too busy,” he told 
me as he slammed the door. “You’ve been 
a really delightful patient.” 

] put my own meaning to his words by 
now. He had kept saying “delightful” and 
the women in the room had made such a 
fuss about it. And now he had suggested 
that I come to his office on a day when he 
wasn’t too busy. I was almost singing as I 
rode home. 

When I walked in the door I dashed right 
to the radio and turned on some afternoon 
dance music I often listened to. I took my 
skirt by the hems and twirled about in a 
hig sweeping circle, humming the love song 
that was on and dancing happily. I felt so 
good I didn’t know what was wrong with 
me. 

When Carl came home I had his dinner 
all ready for him and the table set for one 
of our infrequent candle-light dinners. 

“Hey! Why didn’t you tell me 
were coming out today.” he said when he 
came in the door. “I went stumbling by 
the hospital like a fool thinking you were 
still there.” 

I rushed to him to throw my arms around 
“Oh, I didn’t know I was leaving to- 
It’s really 


you 


him. 
day, or I would have told you. 
wonderful to be home again.” 

He pecked me lightly on the lips and 
held me like I was a piece of cracked glass 
for a few seconds. “Nice to have you home, 
Baby.” he said, and before I could tell him 
anything about the details of those days in 
the hospital he said, “I’ve got a whale of 
adeal going at the office. If this one works 
out. we can landscape the lawn like we’ve 
heen planning.” 

Good wife that I was, I joined his trend 
of thought and we talked about the lawn 
all through dinner. He didn’t even com- 
ment on my candlelight arrangement. And 
when he had stuffed himself hurriedly, he 
got up, scratched, kicked his shoes off and 
went to his desk and sat down with his 
papers picking at his toes. 

I didn’t like to see Carl do that. It looked 
so ugly to me. But I always told myself he 
was concentrating he did those 
things. That night, however, they looked 
worse than ever. I found myself comparing 
his actions with the smooth, proper, clean 
actions of Dr. White who always had a red 
tose to stick into my hand and kind, flat- 
tering words for me. 


when 


SPENT the next few days living in an- 

ticipation of the time to see my doctor. 
Carl was his same businesslike self and I 
spent the days piddling around the house 
doing “busy” tasks and always searching 
for a legitimate pain to justify my trip to 
the doctor. 

When I first went to his office, I wasn’t 


certain what I would say or do. It was all 
such an intriguing adventure. I kept re- 


minding myself that he had told me to 
come on a day when he wasn’t too busy. 
There were only two patients before me. 


Got Relief from Itching, Stinging Burn of 


ECZEMA 


“I work in the sewing room of a 
garment manufacturer where speed 
is very important. When my hands 
and arms kept itching with what was 
called eczema, I was miserable with 
stinging torment. My forelady sug- 
gested that I try Black and White 
Ointment. I’m glad, for I got won- 
derful relief from the itching burn.” 


Dolores E. Coleman 


Chicago, Illinois 








worm, tetter. Trial size only 20¢. 


much in the large 75¢ size. 
large economy sizes. 









Moke For Your Money! 


Thousands praise famous Black and White 
Ointment. You will, too. Quickly checks 
itch, burn of acne pimples, simple ring- 
Regular 
size is only 35¢, and you get 4% times as 
Save — buy 
Cleanse skin daily 
with mild Black and White Skin Soap. 
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This aay PACK has ae for a HAPPY BIRTH- 
DAY RTY for your CHILD. is suitable for chil- 
hes My all ag will serve Py ad ests. 
ACK consists of 99 Colorful Items of the following:— 
i ee ncy Decorated Happy Birthday Tablecioth size 


i 
i 
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Delightful Game for the entire party. 
Box of Candies for the Birthday Cake. 
AND 8 of each of the following items 


Plates. Drinking Cups with Ha andles, Napkins, 





invitations, Cards 


cee" S BIRTHDAY 


Party and 


make your 


3—E BOX 
A $6.00 VALUE—SPECIAL. $4.25— Postpaid—No c.0.D. 
ase. Cash—Check—or noe A Ft 
You will o Sclighted or your mone: 


THE HAPPY BIRTHDAY PARTY PACK 











$139 North Clark Street, Dept. A202, Chicago 40, Ill. 
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PULL THE PLUG 


| ON STOMACH UPSET 


without interrupting sleep or work! 





Amazing laxative works gently but thoroughly 
overnight to sweeten up your whole “insides”! 











When constipation sours your stomach, 
you feel logy, headachy, half-alive. Taken 
at bedtime, Black- -Draught* relieves con- 
stipation first thing in morning. “Timed” 
to act overnight—without harsh griping, 
without sudden urgency! Helps sweeten 
sour stomach at the same time. Then life 
looks sunny again! Made from Nature’s 
ag’ vegetable herbs, thorough but gen- 
le. Get Black-Draught today 
*In Powder or Granulated ll -.and 
now in new, easy-to-take Tablets, too. 
M When consti 0 a’s 
nie et eee ya nt 
Black -Draught. They love its honey-sweet taste! 
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AMAZING NEW me 
~ BRINGS LONGER LASTING 
>SILKINESS TO ALL HAIR 
PAN STYLING. ..ccccccscees 

Woman after woman is finding that the Silicone 
Oils in PINK CREME PRESS gives your hair 
AMAZING PROTECTION against damage 
done TO PRESSED hair by water, heat or per- 
spiration. We have SPRAYED WOMEN’S 
HEADS WITH SALT WATER after it was pres- 
sed and styled with Pink Creme Press — 
WITH UNBELIEVABLE RESULTS. THE HAIR 
DID NOT **GO BACK.’’ You will bless the 
day you make your trial. YOUR HAIR MUST 
STAY LOVELIER LONGER or your MONEY 


| BACK. Send only 50¢ for regular $1 size jar 


on this Special Proof Trial offer. Write today. 
Gold Medal Hair Products Inc. 7 YP-7 
Sheepshead Bay, Brooklyn 35, N.Y 
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570 TROPIC TORCH 
Tantalizing mandarin Oriental 
sheath of rayon and acetate 
crepe. Daring vent at hem and 
mandarin collar trimmed with 
oriental braid Jet Black, Chi- 
nese White. Singapore Red 
Size 7-15 of 10-18. $13.98 
22782 CHEMISE-‘N'-SHEATH 
Daytime, night-time, you'll 
love this always. Chemise 
coat slinks down in back 
to a bouncy bow. Take it off 
and show curve-clinging 
sheath Linen look rayon 
Orange ice, Cyprus Green, 
Beige. 10 to 16 $17. 
22102 MERMAID DATE 
Acetate-taffeta l-piece sheath 
V-neck is almost off shoulder 
Below the elbow sleeves. Fits 
j snugly down to mermaid 
: flounce of same material 
: Black, Rose. Turquoise. 7 to 
15, 10 to 20 $10.98 
: =2403 SAMBA MAMBA 
4 Satin cotton floral print clings 
from scooped neck to thighs, 
dives to a deep V front and 


back. then flares into a cuffed 
flirty mermaid flounce with 
center bow trim Rose. Blue 


or Yellow 10 to 18. $13.98 








PAIS Any. 


Hollywood 28, Calif. 








i __ Size 
_Size Ist color __2nd 
Name __ Snaikickein wicca 
pAdtress scanlii 
City 


PG ca ee ee ee ee ee 
by 1430N. Cahuenga, Dept, 3607 


lst color _2nd 








FABULOUS 
NWS 











































— — 
Payment enclosed (Add 25c posta 












FIGHT CANCER 
WITH A CHECKUP 


(See your doctor) 


AND A CHECK 
(Send it now) 
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Write For Special 
Agent’s Rates Today.... 


JOHNSON PUBLISHING CO. INC. 
1820 S. MICHIGAN AVENUE 
CHICAGO 16, ILLINOIS 











I waited anxiously. When he came out 
and saw me he said, “Hello there, Miss De- 
lightful, I'll be with you in just a moment.” 

I waited nervously and while I waited | 
had all kinds of flights of fancy. What 
would it be like, I asked myself. to be in a 
room with him all alone. I had noticed that 
his nurse-receptionist didn’t go into the 
consultation room with him. What would 
I say? How should I act? I could hardly 
contain myself. 

There were no other patients in the wait- 
ing room and the receptionist was tidying 
up her desk when he called me. “Come in, 
my favorite patient.” he said. 

I almost leapt out of the seat. His eyes 
caught my jittery reaction and I could see 
him smile to himself as I walked in his pri- 
vate office. Obviously he knew. I told my- 
self, Well, that was nice. But he was as 
businesslike as Carl. even more so, and 
then we were sitting there and he was tell- 
ing me how well I was doing. 

“Your condition was not at all serious, 
and you’ve come along beautifully. I wish 
all my patients were like you.” he said, 
making notes at his desk. 

I seized upon every statement he made 
like that. And I found myself replying 
brazenly. “I’m glad I’m your favorite pa- 
tient but I hope that’s not all I am to you.” 

I was surprised that he didn’t say any- 
thing. He just handed me a prescription. 
“ll send you my bill the first of the 
month,” he said as if he hadn’t heard me. 
“Be sure to come back next week. though. 
I want to see you again.” 

That was enough for me. He had said 
he wanted to see me again. I was sure we 
understood everything between us. just as 
we had in my dream on the operating table. 

And yet, that was the way it had been for 
all the weeks I kept going back to him. | 
kept getting more brazen and he kept 
avoiding direct answers to the things I said. 
The last few times. he had even suggested 
that I didn’t need to come back anymore. 
But this only made me find more aches 
and pains in my body every time Thursday 
drew near. 

And now it had come to this. Carl had 
suspected that there was something be 
tween us. He was on his way to have a 
showdown with Dr. White. I was horrified. 
This would be terrible. Carl would em- 
barrass me and Dr. White would be lost to 
me forever. 

Or was there something else going on in 
my mind? Did I really care about losing 
Dr. White and our dream romance? Wasn't 
it Carl that I cared more about losing? 
About whose trust and respect I was really 
fearful? 

I grabbed my purse and rushed out into 
the street hailing a passing cab. 

At my insistence the driver raced to Dr. 
White’s office in a blue haze of speed. But 
when I rushed into the reception room, the 
nurse jumped up to keep me from dashing 
pell-mell into the doctor’s private office. 
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“Your husband is already in there,” she 
said, “and I think it will be best if you 
wait out here for a few minutes.” She took 
me firmly by the arm and led me to a chair. 
“[f you sit quietly and listen, you will prob- 
ably learn something that will be better for 
you than all the medicine in the world,” 
the nurse said with finality. 

She sat there beside me, her strong hand 
pressed masterfully on my arm. I could 
see Carl’s shadow silhouetted against the 
window of Dr. White’s office and their 
yoices came through the wall clearly. 

“Suppose you sit down,” Dr. White’s 
deep. calm voice filtered out to where we 
could hear it. 

“] didn’t come here to sit down, and I 
didn’t come for treatment.” Carl shouted 
angrily. “I came to see what’s going on 
between you and my wife. You pillrollers 
are supposed to be guardians of the pub- 
li’s health. but you’re a menace, that’s 
what you are. You and your damned bed- 
side manners. You can’t treat a patient 
without getting out of line. You’ve got 
no principles and no more morals than a 
tom cat!” 

“And just who is your wife,” Dr. White 
asked patiently. 

“Mrs. Kathy Brooks,” my husband said, 
emphasizing the “Mrs.” “You know her. 
You were her surgeon in the hospital a 
couple of months ago and she’s been com- 
ing hereto see you every week since then.” 

“Oh. yes. I remember her,” Dr. White 
said. There was a tinge of amusement in 
the sound of his words. “You said some- 
thing about the principles of men in my 
profession.” he “Have a seat 
there. I’ve got something I just came 
across the other day I’d like to read to 
you.” 

There was a silence and I looked ques- 
tioningly at the efficient-looking nurse still 
sitting beside me and holding me in the 
chair with her strong hand. 

“It says here,” Dr. White’s voice droned 
out, “that many people are concerned about 
whether or not old-time doctors were as 
conscientious about the ethics and etiquette 
of their behavior in treating the sick as the 
modern doctor is. Well, the answer that’s 
here reads: ‘One ancient professional paper 
offered three pieces of advice to physicians. 
First, the patient’s condition must always 
be considered grave. thus sparing the phy- 
sician any embarrassment if the patient 
dies. Second, medicine should always be 
prescribed. whether necessary or not, lest 
the patient recover and think the physician 
has done him no service. And third, the 
physician should not flirt with a patient’s 
wife, daughter or maid-servant, for fear his 


patient might get out of bed and thrash 
him.’ ” 


went on. 


There was a rustle of paper and the 
squeak of a chair as if Dr. White was lean- 


ing back after reading what we had heard. 


“What the hell has that got to do with 
what I'm talking about,” Carl’s calmed- 
down voice said. 


“Well. Mr. Brooks, the rules of conduct 
among doctors haven’t changed one iota. 
And [ll tell you another thing. It is not at 
all unusual for a woman to think that she 
is in love with her doctor. We run into it 
all the time. What’s at the base of these 
passing infatuations is how their husbands 
treat them just as much as it is how we 
treat them.” 

“What are you talking about?” Carl in- 
“You’re no psychiatrist. You 
don’t know anything about what goes on in 
people’s minds or about true love.” 

“No,” Dr. White said. “I’m no psychia- 
trist, but I certainly know that there are 
The Greeks, for in- 


terrupted. 


many kinds of love. 
stance had three words to distinguish dif- 
ferent kinds of 
selfish type, philos for the more ‘neutral’ 


love: eros for the more 
type where things are more important than 
persons, and agape for the unselfish type. 
As for psychiatry, every doctor is on the 
lookout for emotional factors that compli- 
cate an illness, and it wasn’t at all hard to 
see that your wife’s trouble was more emo- 
tional than physical.” 

“What are you talking about?” Carl said 
hurriedly and impatiently. “Get to the 
point!” 

“Well, I suspect that your wife loves you 
quite unselfishly, but you’ve been so busy 
being a good provider you haven’t returned 
her love in kind. Have you taken her out 
to dinner recently? Told her she’s pretty? 
Bought 
her a nice gift—I don’t mean something 
practical like a washing machine. but some- 
thing inconsequential like an ice cream 
cone?” 

“Aw, Man. what the—” 

“That’s just it. You give her nothing 
emotionally. She gives you everything. 
After a while, her nervous system gets taut 
and she comes down sick. The doctor comes 


Taken her into your confidence? 


Carl grumbled. 


along and lavishes kindness on her. He 
has to in order to relieve the tension. She 


likes it and she begins to think she loves 
him. It’s only a phase. They all get over 
it. But that’s what has happened here, 
Brooks. You’re an intelligent man, don’t 
you understand?” 

“You mean to tell me,” 
finishing the sentence. 

“That’s exactly what I mean to tell you, 
Brooks,” Dr. White said. The nurse re- 
laxed her hold on my arm out in the recep- 
tion room. She looked at me and smiled 
knowingly. I blushed hotly. 

“T mean to tell you that no doctor under 
the sun would do what you’ve accused me 
of. Our ethics are much higher than many 
people seem to suspect. Our concern is the 
mental as well as the physical health of 
the patient and I’m glad you came here 
because you’re the medicine she needs now. 
You’ve been giving her the things you want 
her to have rather than the one thing she 
needs, unselfish love.” 

“T’m almost a little ashamed to be here,” 
Carl said apologetically. 


Car] said without 
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“Don’t be,” Dr. White said, “you've paiq 
for the consultation you’ve just had. Yoy 
wife paid me more than a number of time, 
I'd give you a refund except that | think 
I’m entitled to the extra compensation fo 
the names you called me,” he concluded 
laughingly. “Now, go take your wife to, 
movie—a love story!” 
The door opened suddenly and I jumped 
to my feet. Carl and I stood there face ty 
face. There was no longer anger in his 
expression and a smile began to creep inty 
the corners of his lips. He extended hjs 
hand to me. 
“Good doctor, you’ve had here.” he said. 
nodding his head back toward Dr. White 
On the way home, we stopped at the 
corner drug store and had two heaping 
banana splits. Carl put a quarter in the 
juke box, without flinching or carefull; 
counting his change. Afterward we wen 
for a long ride in the country, rolling along 
aimlessly turning down quiet dusty roads 
or racing wildly along long paved stretches, 
The radio was playing at top volume and 
we didn’t talk. 
When we finally got home, Car! jumpei 
out. ran around the car and opened th 
door for me. He picked me up in his arm 
and carried me to the door. As he held m 
fumbling for his key, I suddenly realized 
that I had never been carried over this 
threshold before. 
But we made it this time. Our only and 
endless honeymoon had begun. THE END 





A Successful Lover 


(Continued from Page 10) 


button shoes, though the lack of it ofter! 
makes us think so. There is nothing sissy 
ish about men remembering birthdays, with 
cards, flowers and candies and it’s jus 
plain good manners to send thank-you note 
when someone has been especially kind 
And courtesies like standing up whe 
women enter the room or approach yor 
table. opening doors for them or helpin 
them over the curbstone, not only mark the 
man of good breeding but breed confident 
in his companion. 
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The same thing applies when a coup 
goes out together. If at a party, certaitl 
both parties should be willing to share tht’ 
other in conversation and dance with tl 
other guests. But neither should be soit 
considerate of the other that they are onl 
together when they enter and when al | 
leave. 

In a word, it is not so much the bit? 
things that make the successful person” 
lover, but attention to the “small detail’ 
which may loom very large in the eyes" 
another. 

There can be no real love without tt 
and the two go hand in hand. Jealo' 
is a natural reaction, but it too must 
held in firm check and perhaps the 
bridle for it is trust. Chances are, wu? 
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you and the object of your affection are the 
only two people in the world, one of you 
has had other friends before or after your 
romance began. But there is nothing in the 
books that says plutonic friendships should 
cease just because your romance has be- 
gun. And it is unfair of you to be jealous 
of your loved one’s friendships. In the first 
place, the successful lover does not fear 
the suspected wolves but begins to think 
like them when he gives them the benefit 
of his consideration. If you have demon- 
strated your love and it has been returned 
in like quality, there is little if any room 
for doubts, fears and/or jealousies. 

It may sound corny but the golden rule 
js still the best yard stick for measuring 
one’s success as a lover. For even a fool 
likes kind treatment and people of in- 
telligence realize that not to have had 
true love is to have been a little poor in 
life. And whether you are to be bankrupt 
or extremely wealthy in the treasure of love 
will depend on what you put into it. 

Love, it has been said, is a flower, a 
fragile thing. It needs cultivation. It can- 
not be rushed to maturity, it must grow to 
itnaturally. It must be protected from the 
weeds and those that would destroy it and 
requires the kiss and understanding of a 
spring rain. It needs the purifying nourish- 
ment of a clean sunshine and a gardener, a 
lover if you please, who will care for it 
from its beginning with uncompromising 
devotion until the last petal is carried away 
on the autumn winds. 

So love then is neither a pushover nor 
an easy thing. And maybe people who seek 
after it feel the price it demands is too high. 
For fidelity and faith are two of its hall- 
marks, But it is like money in the bank. 
The rich get richer and the poor get poorer. 
To those who would have it, the way is 
bright and shiny, it is like walking through 
Heaven and being close to God. 

How successful a lover are you? 


THE END 





Frank Sinatra 
(Continued from Page 42) 
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“other man.” Sam meets and falls in tove 
wih Monique Blair, played by Natalie 
Wood, but Monique meets Britt Harris 
(Tony Curtis) a little later and is fasci- 
nated by his charm and good looks. Britt 
has a brisk romance with Monique, prom- 
ises marriage but fails to go through with 
it. Monique, in the meantime has informed 
both men that she is part Negro, that her 
father was a U. S.-born Negro who mi- 
grated to France to escape the color bar. 
When Sam learns this the immediate effect 
8 one of stunned disbelief. He takes a 
week to ponder the situation and decide 
what he wants to do. His own sense of de- 
cency and respect for people guides him 
through an emotional crisis, climaxed by 
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his fateful decision that he still loves Mo- 
nique. 

Monique clearly prefers Britt and tries 
to commit suicide when she learns that 
he has lied and betrayed her. Sam is in- 
furiated too and vows to kill Britt for what 
he has done to Monique. Kings Go Forth 
rolls to its unusual finale in a shattering, 
action-packed half hour of melodramatic 
action. 

During a dangerous mission behind the 
German lines Britt is killed and Sam loses 
an arm. Millions of movie-goers who will 
see the picture will of course want to know 
whether Sinatra, who loves Monique. who 
has proudly announced that she is a Ne- 
gro, gets her in the end. This is answered 
in a beautiful. moving closing scene that 
takes place after the war. Without reveal- 
ing the full solution, it is permissible to 
state that the two lovers find each other 
and indicate with their eyes what they want 
to do and that the hopes for a life together 
are high and realizable. 

Though no Negro is seen in the picture, 
the shadow of the race problem hangs 
across the entire story and the action takes 
place to the insistent theme of conflict 
caused by racial traditions and attitudes. 
The film does not preach or sermonize. 
Sinatra did not want it that way. in fact, 
he believes that an effective dramatic hu- 
man story does far more good than a thou- 
sand editorials and sermons. Kings Go 
Forth does have a message. he admits. “It 
is a great but simple message tucked away 
in the story. That message is that love can 
conquer anything. including racial and re- 
ligious differences.” 

Sinatra’s performance as Loggins is sim- 
ple. warm, winning and convincing. He em- 
ploys no posturing. no excessive dramatics 
to build the characterization. Instead he re- 
lies on giving the character depth and sim- 
plicity. Sinatra has pointed out similarities 
between Loggins and himself both in terms 
of their personalities and background. Be- 
cause of these factors. Sinatra was able to 
throw his entire being into the role and to 
merge his identity with that of Sam Log- 
gins. The result is a performance which. 
though it may not win an Academy Award, 
should move many to further admiration of 
Frank Sinatra, the actor. 

Regardless of its box-office success, 
Kings Go Forth will stand out in Sinatra’s 
film career as an important personal ex- 
perience simply because it comes to grips 
with a problem that all his life he has felt 
strongly about and tried to help solve. Si- 
natra hates bigotry and intolerance of all 
kinds. He has been more outspoken on the 
issue of racial discrimination than any 
other major white performer of his stature 
and he has waged an unremitting personal 
battle against prejudice based on color or 
creed. For this, as well as other reasons, 
Sinatra has become an intensely controver- 
sial personality. He has been called a cru- 
sader, soap boxer, an idealist and a man 
with a mission. On occasion he has been 
all of these things and more. 


Despite a steady stream of advice to soft. — 
pedal his views he continues to speak out 
forthrightly on such topics as racial segre. 
gation, religious intolerance and stereo. 
types. His stand on the equality of man 
has earned him countless friends and ad. 
mirers. It has also drawn the fire of the 
segregationists and bigots and caused those 
of faint heart to quake when he gets ready 
to sound off on his pet peeve. 

Today, at the crest of a fabulous career, 
Sinatra remains the same intense. angry 
and deeply involved artist he was 20 years 
ago when he was just starting out as a 
band vocalist. Big money and cascading 
success have failed to alter his belief or 
silence him in the expression of opinions, 
many of which, to put it mildly. are apt to 
stir up a definite degree of disagreement, 
“IT am an entertainer.” he says humbly, 
“and I think the function of an entertainer 
should be to entertain. But I also happen 
to have a few opinions of my own and asa 
citizen I believe I have a right to state — 
them.” 

In his personal life Sinatra exhibits a 
calm disregard for convention and social 
and racial taboos. He will not tolerate 
racial name-calling or chauvinistic jokes in 
his presence. He wants no social contact 
with bigots and derives a peculiar satisfac. 
tion from letting such persons know ex 
actly where he stands on the major issues 
of democracy. Critics and enemies have 
tried to label him a steamed-up crackpot, a_ 
confused liberal do-gooder and a Negro 
loving enemy of society. Unmoved by such 
attacks, he continues to combine with a 
highly-remunerative professional career 
subtle contributions to eliminating any” 
quality based on race and religion. Many™ 
theories have been advanced in an effort to 
explain why Sinatra is this way. When he” 
is questioned about his stand on race, 
Frank Sinatra sometimes inclines to be} 
come irked. His views. he feels. are his own 
personal business but he also asserts that/ 
the duty of a good American is to live in 
peace and harmony with his fellow citi” 
zens. To do this is not too easy in a world 
still beset with race segregation and co 
lonialism. 

The future looks good to Sinatra. He 
likes to make people happy and intends to 
go on singing for as long as his voice wi 
allow him to. But most of all he wants t0 
see the kind of America where there are B 
Jim Crow signs and where racial and re 
ligious quotas don’t exist. People are peo 
ple, he always says, and human beings 
should be evaluated on their individual 
merits and qualities and not seen througit 
race- and creed-tinted glasses. 

To Frank Sinatra, singer, actor, busines# 
man, and fighter for a functioning demoe 
racy, a world based on love and kindne 
and freedom is eminently possible. “We ¢ 
moving slowly but surely toward becomif 
a great land of enlightenment and love,” 
he says with a lot of conviction. 


THE END 








